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PREFACE. 



The Author feels that some apology is due for 
the appearance of this little work. The Hymns 
of the Church have already been translated 
into EngUsh verse by much more accompUshed 
authors, and with far greater success than this 
work can lay claim to ; nevertheless, the Author 
would plead in extenuation of his presumption, 
that the work was commenced, without any idea 
of publication, to occupy the few and brief inter- 
vals which he could find amidst the labours of an 
arduous mission of which he has the sole charge. 



IV PREFACE, 



As the work progressed, it occurred to him to 
give it forth to the public, with the view of 
devoting the proceeds, if any, to the support of 
a mission which is perhaps the most destitute 
in the whole kingdom. The Author takes this 
opportunity of acknowledging the great assist- 
ance he has received from the Rev. W. Baines, 
to whose correction this work was submitted. 



JOHN WALLACE. 



East Greenwich, 
Fea&i of St Joseph, 1874. 




INTRODUCTION. 



RHjEMPLE of song I upraised by pious hands, 

g^l The willing instruments of loving hearts. 

How spacious are thy coiirta I how many gems 

Reflect the splendour of the Light Divine 

Which shines in thee ! Thy massive strength is based 

Upon the rock which Christ Himself has laid. 

Nor less the grace which decks thy towering spires. 

Which, as they rise, claim kindred with the stars. 

And, when I enter in, methinks I see. 

Like Israel of old, the Angel-choirs 

Ascending and descending in bright throngs; 

Ajid in their hands are many- wreathed shells. 

With which they gather up the lingering notes 

Of harmony which float about the fane. 

And pour them forth before the throne of God 

In one sweet concord of melodious praise. 
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blessed fane ! in thee are treasured up 
The hallowed memories of all Christian time. 
Thou art the true interpreter, whose voice 
Makes all created things to sing aloud 
The praises of their God. Thy holy Light 
Was never kindled at the grosser fires 
Of earthly passion, but doth borrow that 
With which the enraptured Seraphim do bum. 
But, hark ! the organ peoples all the air 
With sounds that stir the soul : I seem to see 
The long procession winding through the aisles. 
How true the word the inspired Psalmist spoke, 
That God doth glory in the assembled Saints ! 
There are the Apostles, chosen by His grace 
To be the pillars of His holy Church ; 
The Martyrs, clad in stoles of purple hue. 
And bearing in their hands victorious palms ; 
The Doctors, who have kept the sacred trust 
Of truth inviolate, and handed down 
The torch of Faith, whose undefilM light 
Shall be a beacon 'mid the shifting shoals 
Which worldly wisdom calls philosophy ; 
The Bishops and Confessors who have trod 
In His blest footsteps whom they now adore, 
With holy rapture burning in His Sight ; 
The Virgins, who surround their heavenly Spouse, 
Where He doth go they are His chosen train. 
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And on their lips sweet canticles of praise/ 
Which they have caught firom the Angelic lyres — 
None else but virgins may those hymns intone. 
All these, and thousands more, of every clime, 
Eedeemed by Blood of Christ, from every age 
And tongue and nation, come in glittering throngs 
To adore the Word Incarnate, now enthroned ; 
In majesty arrayed, as with a robe, 
Whose warp and woof His twofold nature is, 
Divine and human, in One Self Divine, 
Indissolubly knit together, yet 
Not mixed, and unconfounded each with each : 
His Hand doth wield the sceptre of His power ; 
His Eye doth beam with lustre of His grace ; 
The radiant splendour of His lovely Brow 
Fills all the temple with a flood of light, 
And kindles sparka of fire in all the gems 
Which glitter in the crowns of those who bend 
In lowly adoration at His Feet ; 
While at His Side, upon another throne, 
His Virgin-Mother shines, with glory less 
Than His, from Whom those rays are borrowed, 
But greater far than all the beams combined 
Of Angels and of Saints who throng that court ; 
Her mantle far outshines the noonday sun ; 
The fair moon pales its splendour 'neath Her feet, 
Twelve glittering stars adorn her comely head. 
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O Mary ! Mother of thy €rod and ours, 
Permit na, weary pilgrims, exUes yet, 
To join our hymns with that thrice holy song, 
Ascending still before the throne of Grod ; 
And when our weary pilgrimage is o'er, 
May we, no longer exiles, in His Sight 
Sing Holy, Holy, Holy, unto Him. 
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SUNDA Y AT MA TINS. 





Sunday at Matins. 

nin WORD, proceeding from Thy Home 
fc^J Wliere Thou dost dwell— the Father's 
Breast — 
And when the appointed time was come. 
Didst deign to be Thy creature's Guest, 

Fill Thou our minds with heavenly light, 
And with Thy Love our hearts inflame j 
That shunning all this World's delight, 
The joys of Heaven may be our aim. 

So when the awful judgment-seat 
Shall smite the guilty with its brand, 
Thy kindly Voice the good may greet. 
And bid them with Thy just to stand. 
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Let not the gloomy depths of Hell 
Engulf our souls in lurid fires ; 
But grant us in Thy Light to dwell 
Amid the enraptured angel-choirs. 

To Father and the Son we bow ; 
•And, Holy Ghost, we Thee adore : 
As it hath been, so be it now, 
Glory to God for evermore. 



iFtom t|e ®rta&e of t]^e (j^pipfians U i^t jFtrst Sunbag of 
%mU anti from tfje jFirst Suntiag of ®cto&er to tfie 
iFttdt Suntias of ^tibent 

Frimo die, quo Trinitas, 

This day, when the Eternal Three 
Created all things by His Breath, 
And when our Saviour set us free, 
Rising triumphant over death, 

Bid slumbering fancies take their flight, 
And quickly let us all arise, 
To seek our God in prayer by night, 
For thus the inspired Prophet cries. 
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That He may hear us who implore 
The aid of His Almighty Hand, 
That He would cleanse us, and restore 
Our birthright in the starry land ; 

That we, who at this solemn hour 

Of silent night arise to sing 

His praises, may receive the dower, 

The blessed dower His Grace doth bring. 

Purity Divine ! we trust 
In Thee, to whom we cry amain ; 
Subdue the fires of sinful lust. 
And every hurtful act restrain ; 

That so no wanton thoughts or aims 
May stain Uiis fragile frame of ours. 
Nor add fresh fuel to the flames 
Which bum in Tophet*s cruel towers. 

Bedeemer of the World ! we pray, 
Absolve from sin our guilty soul. 
Bestow on us Thy Grace alway, 
Until we reach life's glorious goal 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, whilst the ages run. 
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iFtom tf^e jfft^it Sttntyag t& Eent to passion Suntiag* 

Ex rruyre docti mystico. 

Come let us keep this solemn fast, 
An ancient rite of mystic force, 
Until the lapse of time is past, 
And forty days have run their course. 

The Law and Prophets witness bear 
To this great rite ; while Christ, our Lord, 
The Euler of the gliding year. 
Confirms it by His act and word. 

Then let us all excesses shun 
In speech, in food, in drink, in sleep ; 
Unseemly mirth must now be gone, 
Whilst o'er ourselves strict watch we keep. 

Let us avoid vain pomp and show 
That can the wandering mind betray ; 
Nor let us give our crafty foe 
Advantage to exert his sway. 

Prostrate before the Judge's throne, 
Let us disarm His vengef\il ire ; 
With many a sigh, and many a moan. 
Let us implore, nor ever tire. 
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" By our offence we have transgressed, 
'Grainst Thee, God, who art so good ; 
Now pardon what we have confessed, 
Who didst redeem us by the Rood. 

" Be mindful that Thyself didst frame 

The fragile nature which we own ; 

Let not our foe dominion claim 

O'er that which Thou hast made Thine own. 

" Forgive the evil we have done, 
Increase the grace we now implore. 
That we may stand before Thy throne, 
And sing Thy praise for evermore." 

Grant us, blessed Three in One, 
And undivided Godhead blest. 
When this our solemn fast is done. 
The guerdon of Eternal Rest. 



jTtom '^w&m, Sttntnag to lEaster. 

Pange, lingua, gloriosi. 

Sing, my tongue, the glorious laurel 
Won in that most famous quarrel 
When the Saviour of the World 
Powers of Darkness backwards hurled ; 
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Sing the triumph of the Eood 
Beddened with our Saviour's Blood. 

When the father of our race 
Fell from his estate of grace, 
Tasting the forbidden fruit, 
Death for life was substitute ; 
But our Maker's deep compassion 
Wrought redemption in this fashion :- 
That the tree which did entice 
For that sin should pay the price. 

By this artifice was wrought 
Our salvation dearly bought ; 
Thus the Serpent's craft was 'guiled 
By the craft of Mary's Child : 
From the tree's envenomed root 
Sprang Bedemption's gracious fruit. 

When the time was therefore come. 
He who framed this mighty dome, 
Leaving His celestial Home, 
Entered in the Virgin's womb ; 
Taking flesh of His own creature. 
Deigned to share our fallen nature. 

In the manger-bed He lies. 
Uttering childhood's wailing cries : 
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See, His Virgin Mother's hands 
Swathe His tender Limbs in bands. 
O what mystery profound ! 
Hands and Feet of God are bound ! 

Endless glory be to Thee, 
Ever-blessed Trinity ; 
Father, Son, and Spirit blest : — 
Equal glory be confessed 
To the sacred Three in One, 
While the ages onward run. 



Rex sempiterne Ccelitum, 

Eternal King of all the spheres, 
Who didst command the stars to shine, 
Co-equal in the eternal years. 
With God the Father, Son Divine ! 

When yet the World was young. Thy skill 
Had traced Thine Image on the brow 
Of Adam, whom Thy Breath did fill 
With an immortal spirit now. 
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But when the rancour of the foe 
Had stained with guilt the human race, 
Thou didst take flesh, thus to undo 
What was undone, by Thy sweet Grace. 

As Thou wert once of Virgin bom, 
So from the tomb Thou'rt bom again ; 
Thou bidst us rise with Thee this mom 
In graves of sin who long have lain. 

Eternal Shepherd, Thou dost lave 
Thy flock in fountains of Thy Grace ; 
Here all our sins now find a grave. 
Here wandering feet their steps retrace. 

That Cross which was so long our due, 
To save Thy flock Thou didst embrace. 
And with Thy Blood Thou didst imbrue,- 
The precious price of saving grace. 

That Thou mayst bring true paschal joy, 
Jesus, to our troubled mind. 
Restore to life the souls that die. 
That all in Thee true life may find. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Son who rose again, 
And, Paraclete, the like to Thee ; 
Let age to age repeat the strain. 
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Jam Ohrigtus astra aseenderat 

Now Christ beyond the stars is gone, 
Unto the throne from which He came, 
Soon to bestow the Father's Boon, 
The Spirit's Unction and His Flame. 

The revolution of the sphere. 
With sevenfold seven-times mystic round. 
Brought on the day of all the year 
Which most in blessings doth abound. 

'Tis now the third hour of the day, 
A mighty sound the air now rends, 
Brings tidings to the Twelve who pray. 
That God the Holy Ghost descends. 

So is He then the glowing Fire 

Of the Eternal Father's Beams ; 

He comes their faithful hearts t' inspire, 

To fill them with His fervent streams. 

With inward ardour now they bum. 
Urged by the Holy Spirit's Grace ; 
To speak in diverse tongues they learn. 
The Almighty's wondrous works they praise. 
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The Nations in amazement stand, 
Koman, Barbarian, and Greek ; 
Each hears the tongue of his own land 
Whilst the inspired Apostles speak. 

Then Juda's faithless people rave 
Against the Twelve, and dare to call 
Them drunk with wine, who seek to save 
The souls of men from sinful thralL 

But Peter speaks, and clearly shows 
The meaning of these wondrous signs, 
Confutes the slanders of their foes 
Condemned by Joel's mystic lines. 

To God the Father glory be. 
And to the Son who rose again, 
And, Paraclete, the like to Thee ; 
Let age to age repeat the strain. 



SummoB Parens ClemerUice, 

Great Source of Goodness ! Godhead blest ! 
Who rulest all the World's vast frame, 
One God in substance still confessed. 
In Persons Three Thou art the same. 
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Give Thy Eight Hand to us who rise, 
Our minds to thoughts sublime upraise, 
That we may sing with joyful cries 
The grateful tribute of our praise. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
For ever, while the ages run. 



JFcom t]^e ®cta&e of Pentecos^t to tj^e iFttst Suntrag of 

©cto&er^ 

Node surgenteSf vigilemtis omnes. 

Come let us all arise, and keep the watches of the night, 
And let us meditate upon the enraptured Psalmist's flight. 
Come let us sing the praises of our God, the Lord of might. 

Swell the sweet chorus. 

« 

That whilst we sing His praises, whom we honour as 

our King, 
We may deserve to enter there, where Saints His praises 

sing, 

And in the courts of Heaven rejoice, where angels in 

a ring. 

Praise Him for ever. 
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O grant us this, Thou Godhead blest ! grant us this great 
boon, 

Thou Godhead of the Father named, and of the Eternal 
Son, 

And of the Spirit, whom the World proclaims in glory- 
One, 

Eeigning eternal ! 




Sunday at Lauds. 



En, clara vox redarguii. 

■^lARK 1 hark ! the voice of chanticleer 
^Stm Awakes the echoes of the night ! 
Vain dreams depart I Lo 1 Jesus, near, 
Stands radiant in the dawning light. 

Now let our soul from sleep arise, 
Ko longer prostrate on the ground ; 
Now doth our Day-Star light the skies, 
Who comes to heal our every wound. 

Behold ! the Lamb of God is sent 
To loose the bonds which bind us fast : 
O let us all with one consent 
Implore Hia mercy for the past ! 



l6 HYMNS FOR THE SEASONS. 



That when He comes the second time, 
To smite the World with judgment dire, 
He may condone our grievous crime, 
And shield us from His Vengeful ire. 

All honour, praise, and glory be 
To God the Father and the Son ; 
And, Holy Ghost, the like to Thee, 
While endless ages onwards run. 



jFtom t|ie ®ctaiie of tfre SEptpj^ans to tfre jFfts^ Suntrag of 
3Lent, anli from tfie jFirst Suntyag of ®ctoiet to tfie 
$ixsA fiuntyag of ^tibtnt 

jEteme Rerum Conditor, 

Eternal God, the Primal Cause ! 
The day and night obey Thy laws : 
By Thy decree the seasons roll, 
And soothe with change the weary soul. 

Twilight, to cheer the traveller's sight, 
Spreads blushes o*er the brow of night : 
The herald of the jocund day 
Summons the sunbeams' rosy ray. 
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The golden orb now greets the view, 
The earth displays its wonted hue ; 
The bandit, taught the light to shun, 
Retreats before the rising sun. 

The sailor shakes oflF drowsy sleep, 
Calm lies the surface of the deep : 
As crows the cock, St Peter hears, 
Washing away his crime with tears. 

Rise then from bed — no longer stay. 
That summons shrill brooks no delay ; 
For when the cock crows, he who lies 
Longer abed, his Lord denies. 

That ringing cry our hope sustains, 
It cheers the sick man in his pains ; 
The murderer hears, and sheathes his knife, 
The wavering Christian gains new life. 

Jesus ! our faltering footsteps guide, 
And by Thy glance our wanderings chide : 
Thy glance sweet pardon will impart ;- 
Our tears will wash the sinful heart. 

may Thy Light upon us dawn 1 
And wake our spirit from its swoon ; 
May we be first to sing Thy praise, 
And tribute of our vows to raise. 
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To God the Father glory be ; 
His only Son, the like to Thee ; 
To Holy Ghost, the promised One, 
Both now and while the ages run. 



fttm tfie iFtrst Suntias of Eent to ^assston Stmtias. 

Sol BoXutiSy intimis. 

O Jesus, Sun of Justice ! shine 
Upon our hearts' most secret shrine ! 
Whilst o'er the earth the grateful light 
Of daybreak steals upon the sight. 

This is Thine own accepted time, 
Grant us to wash away our crime ; 
And may our hearts a victim prove, 
Consumed by Thy seraphic Love. 

May streams of tears ne'er cease to flow 
Out of those founts of all our woe, 
If but our stony hearts could brook 
The rigour of the Lenten yoke. 

Now comes the day, that day of Thine, 
In whose soft light all things do shine ; 
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So may we too rejoice to tread 

The path where Thy Eight Hand hath led. 

may the prostrate World adore 
Thy Grodhead, Lord ! for evermore ; 
And may we too, renewed by grace, 
Intone new canticles of praise. 



'^z&%vm Sunliag to (RdsAtx. 

Lustra sex qui jam peregit. 

Now full thirty years are past, 
And the time is now complete. 
When the Saviour of the World 
Freely goes His death to meet ; 
Stretched upon the cruel tree, 
There He bled and died for me. 

Lo ! His thirst with gall is quenched, 
Thorns and nails have done their part, 
Blood, with water mingled, flows 
From that spear-transfiz^d Heart. 
How the earth, the sky, the main 
Glisten in that precious rain ! 



n 
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Faithful cross ! exalted wood, 
Never tree was like to thee ! 
And no forest ever could 
Bear such fruits, so fair to see. 
Fair the nails ! the wood how fair I 
Fair the Burden which they bear 1 

Lofty tree, thine arms abase ! 

Spare the Frame which hangs on thee ! 

Let thy native sternness yield, 

And for once indulgent be. 

Let His royal Members find 

Rest, upon thine arms reclined. 

Thou alone wert meet to bear 
Him who saved us by His Grace, 
Thou the ark which refuge gave 
To the shipwrecked human race, 
Ark, besprinkled with the Blood 
Of the spotless Lamb of God. 

Endless glory be proclaimed 
To the blessed Trinity — 
To the Father and the Son 
Equal glory, and to Thee, 
Spirit blest ! With dne acclaim 
Let the World adore Thy Name. 
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Aurora ccelum purpurat 

The purple dawn o'erspreads the sky, 
The air resounds with tunefal lays, 
The World awakes with cries of joy, 
Hell trembles to its horrid base, 

While He, our valiant Lord and King, 
Breaks through the prison of the grave, 
The captive Fathers forth to bring 
Unto the light for which they crave. 

For He, whose tomb a stone did seal, 
And guarded was on every side, 
Eises triumphant to repeal 
The law of death, in that He died. 

No longer mourn, no longer weep. 
No longer yield yourselves to woe. 
Death's Conqueror rises from His sleep, 
A guttering angel cries " 'Tis so." 

That Thou mayst bring true paschal joy, 
O Jesus, to our troubled mind, 
Kestore to life the souls that die. 
That all in Thee true life may find. 
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To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Son who rose again, 
And, Paraclete, the like to Thee ; 
Let age to age repeat the strain. 



Beaia nobis gaudla. 

The circling year brings back the day 
Of Pentecost, that joyful feast 
When Holy Ghost, the Paraclete, 
Upon the Apostles deigned to rest. 

The lambent streams of dazzling light. 
Like flaming tongues, dart to and fro ; 
That so their lips may utterance find, 
And hearts with fervent love overflow. 

The nations wonder as they hear, 
And deem them drunk with new-made wine, 
As each doth hear his native tongue 
From lips inspired by grace divine. 

A mystic rite is thus fulfilled, 
Concluded now the Paschal Feast ; 
The solemn time has run its course^ 
The law ^ gives pardon for the past. 

^ Lev. XXV. 10. 
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God most gracious ! hear our prayer, 
As to the ground we lowly bend. 
Grant that Thy Spirit from above 
Into our hearts may now descend ; 

Those hearts which Thou hast long possessed, 
And filled with Thy abundant Grace. 
Blot out the record of our crimes. 
And grant us Thy most blessed Peace. 

,^^_ • 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Son who rose again. 
And, Paraclete, the like to Thee ; 
Let age to age repeat the strain. 



Tu TrinitatU UnUas, 

Thou Godhead One in Persons Three ! 
Who rulest all the World with might. 
List to the hymns we sing to Thee, 
Who watch the dawning of the light. 

The morning-star begins to glow, 
Day's messenger proclaims the mom. 
Light steals o'er Nature's darkened brow, 
may Thy Light our souls adorn. 
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To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 



JFrom tj^e ®ctaiiie of ^Pentecost to tj^e SitsA Suntiag of 

®cto&er. 

Eccejam noctis tenuatur umbra. 

See ! how the shadows of the night 

Depart like empty dreams. 
See ! how aurora gilds the sky 
. With many-tinted beams; 
Then let us praise the Lord of all 
With melody of hymns, 
Humbly adoring. 

That He may take compassion on 
Our sinful state, and chase 

The anguish of our souls away, 

And grant us His sweet Grace ; 

That He may bring us to enjoy 
The blessings of His Peace, 
Always enduring. 
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O grant us this, Thou Godhead blest! 

grant us this great boon, 
Thou Godhead of the Father named, 

And of the Eternal Son, 
And of the Spirit, whom the World 

Proclaims in glory One, 
Reigning eternal ! 





Little Hours. 



%i Irimt. 

Jam. lucis orto sidere. 

HHRHE day-star shows his radiant face, 
Bi9 Let ue pour forth our suppliant vo' 
That God may guide us by His Grace, 
And all our daily acts dispose. 

That He may teach us to restrain 
Our tongue from jarring discord's strife, 
To veil our eyee, that nothing vain 
May tempt the soul with passions rife. 

Let all our thoughts be pure and chaste, 
All sinful indolence repel ; 
Let Irugal meals subdue the taste 
Which prompts the body to rebel 
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Thai when the day declines again, 
And night comes on its wonted way, 
We may be ifree from every stain. 
And fitly sing the Vesper lay. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 



Nunc Sancte nobis Spiriius, 

Holy Spirit, ever blest ! 
One God with Father, and with Son, 
Now deign to come from Heaven, and rest 
Within the breasts which are Thine own. 

Our lips, our tongue, our mind endow, 
With grace to sing Thy praises due ; 
Let love's bright flame within us glow. 
And kindle love in others too. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 
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^1 ^nt 

Eector potenSy verax Deus. 

O God of Truth and Lord of Might ! 
The times and seasons own Thy Power ; 
The morning with its blaze of light, 
The noontide with its sultry hour. 

Quench Thou the flames of angry strife, 
Cause Thou the fire of lust to cease ; 
Grant to our bodies health and life, 
And to our conscience Thy true Peace. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 



Renim Detis, tenax vigor. 

Creator ! whose almighty Power, 
Itself unmoved, doth rule the day. 
In alternation, hour by hour; 
The times and seasons own Thy sway. 
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< 

0, when the evening of our days 
Is come, bestow Thy gracious Light, 
To cheer with hope our dying gaze, 
Enraptured with Thy blessed sight. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! . 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 





At Vespers. 



LueU Creator opHme. 

■in GEEAT Creator of the light, 
Ugf From whom the days their beams d 
The World Thou didst ordain aright 
When darkness with the light did strive. 



By Thy command the eve and morn 
Together linked, are called the day. 
Succeeding chaos' void forlorn ; 
hear our sighs and vows, we pray. 

Let not our soul, weired down with e 
Languish for want of heavenly grace ; 
Forgetting there's a prize to win, 
The soul is snared in evil ways. 
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let US knock at Heaven's gate, 
And strive to gain the heavenly prizes 
Let us avoid what God doth hate, 
And cleanse what doth offend His Eyes. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 



Creator dime siderum. 

O GREAT Creator of the sky, 
Light of the faithful, Jesus dear ! 
Who for mankind didst deign to die, 
deign our suppliant prayers to hear. 

The World betrayed by Satan's guile 
Had perished, but Thy Love constrained 
Thyself to tarry here awhile. 
And plead for man by God arraigned. 

To pay our ransom, Thou dids<> fare 
From Virgin's womb to Calvary's throne : 
A Victim, Thou didst never share 
The crime for whidi Thou didst atone. 
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Both Heaven and Hell Thy Power proclaim, 
Thy Glory fills the firmament, 
And at the sound of Thy dread Name 
Each trembling knee is lowly bent. 

O Thou who on the last great day 
Wilt judge the World — that day of woe — 
Shield us with heavenly grace, we pray — 
Defend us from our bitter foe. 

All honour, praise, and glory be , 
To God the Father, and the Son ; 
And, Holy Ghost, the like to Thee, 
While endless ages onwards run. 



ttut 

Atidi, henigne Conditor. 

KIND Creator, hear our prayer, 
While down our cheeks a torrent pours. 
In this most sacred Lenten fast ; 
For forty days, while it endures. 

Thy kindly Eye doth search the heart, 
Thou seest all our misery ; 
Those Eyes of mercy deign to cast 
On us who now return to Thee. 
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Our sin is great, but deign to spare 
The sinners who their sins confess ; 
And for the glory of Thy Name, 
Absolve all sinners who transgress. 

O grant that we may, by our fast. 
Beneath the yoke our bodies bring ! 
Grant that our souls may fast from crime 
Nor ever taste each noxious thing. 

Grant us, blessed Three in One, 
And undivided Godhead blest, 
When this our solemn fast is o'er, 
The guerdon of Eternal Eest. 



VexUla Regis prodeunt 

The banners of our King advance, 
Resplendent shines the saving Gross, 
Where Life was put to death, and by 
His Death redeemed Life's fatal loss. 

His Side is pierced with cruel lance^ 
And from that wound His Blood is spilt ; 
That Blood with water mingled flows 
To wash away the whole World's guilt 
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Now is fulfilled the faithful song 
Which holy David sang of Thee ^ 
Unto the nations — God hath reigned, 
A tree His lofty throne shall be. 

tree with royal grace adorned ! 
tree most beautiful and fair ! 
Choice scion of a worthy stock, 
Such holy members thou didst bear. 

Blest be the Cross upon whose arms 
The Saviour of the World reclined ; 
Balance in which our sins were weighed. 
Releasing those whom Hell would bind. 

O saving Cross, our only hope ! 
At this most solemn Passion-time 
Increase the just with every grace. 
Blot out the guilty sinner^s crime. 

Fount of Grace ! O Trinity ! 
May every tongue Thy praise confess, 
That through the triumph of the Cross 
We may eternal joys possess. 



^ Ps. xcv. 10. 
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Ad regias Agnl dapes. 

Come to the Lamb's right royal feast, 
Come, clad in robes of shining white ; 
For He hath crossed the blood-red sea, 
And hath fulfilled the mystic rite. 

His Love bids us drink of the flood 
Which flows from every sacred vein ; 
Those members too, once racked for us. 
Love sacrifices for our gain. 

The angel sees the stain of blood 
Upon the doors, and passes by; 
A path is cleft across the main, 
Drowned in the depths the foemen lie. 

Who is our Pasch but Christ the Lord ! 
May He our Paschal Victim be ! 
The soul that's pure shall eat that Pascli 
In unalloyed sincerity. 

Victim of Peace 'twixt Earth and Heaven ! 
The powers of Hell are overthrown, 
The chains of death no longer bind, 
The crown of life is now Thine own. 
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^ . — 

Triumphant o'er His vanquished foes, 
Christ waves His trophies to the wind ; 
The king of darkness now is bound, 
And Heaven is opened to mankind. 

That Thou mayst bring true Paschal joy, 
Jesus, to our troubled mind, 
Eedeem us from the death of sin. 
That all in Thee true life may find. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Son who rose again, 
Like glory to the Paraclete; 
Let age to age repeat the strain. 



Veni Creator Spirittcs. 

Creator Spirit ! be our Guest, 
And ever make our hearts Thy throne ; 
With heavenly grace fill every breast. 
Who didst create them for Thine own. 

Thou who art called the Paraclete, 
And blessed gift of God above ; 
The Fount of Life, the glowing Heat, 
Whose Unction fills the soul with love. 
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Thy sevenfold gifts Thy Power attest, 
Creative Force which never tires, 
The Father's promised Gift confessed. 
Whose eloquence our lips inspires. 

May Thy pure Light upon us shine, 
And kindle in our hearts Thy Love ! 
Strengthen our mortal frames, which pine. 
With heavenly vigour from above. 

Drive far away the subtle foe, 
Grant us henceforth in peace to dwell ; 
Thy Hand shall lead us as we go, 
And every danger far repel. 

Grant us the Father's Face to see, 
And see His one-begotten Son ; 
May we always believe in Thee, . 
Spiiit of Both, in glory One. 

To God the Father glory be. 
And to the Son who rose again, 
And, Paraclete, the like to Thee ; 
Let age to age repeat the strain. 
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Jam 9ol recedit igneus. 

The fiery sun recedes from sight, 
Eternal Light — one God confessed — 
In Persons Three ! — ^pour down Thy Light, 
And with Thy Love inflame each breast. 

We praise Thee with our Matin song, 
We praise Thee with our Vesper hymn ; 
O deign to grant Thy suppliant throng 
To praise Thee with the Seraphim ! 

To Father and the Son we bow ; 
And, Holy Ghost, we Thee adore : 
As it hath been, so be it now, 
Glory to God for evermore. 





At Compline. 




Te Zucis ante terminum, 

|EFORE the waning of the Ught, 
Creator 1 hear our humble prayer ; 
Be Thou our Guardian through the night, 
Whose Mercy shields us everywhere. 

O may no dreams our souls beguile, 
Nor dismal phantoms of the night ; 
Lest he our bodies should defile. 
Bind fast our foe with heavenly might. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
Grant this. His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 





gmns ivam Jfjerial ®iiut 



-0^ 



AT MA TINS, LA UDS, AND VESPERS. 






gmns ixom ^txinl ^iiitt 



-0^ 



AT MATINS, LAUDS, AND VESPERS. 




Ferial Office. 




MONDA Y. 

%i ftatins. 

Somno refectis artubus, 

|0W that our limbs, refreshed by sleep, 
New vigour gain, let us arise ; 
O Heavenly Father, deign to keep 
Thine Ear attentive to our cries. 

Thine be the Name our tongue shall sing, 
And let our mind with Thee discourse ; 
Be Thou our Sovereign Lord and King, 
Of all our acts the Holy Source. 

As darkness to the light gives place. 
And night gives way before the sun, 
So may the light of heavenly grace 
Undo the ill which night hath done. 
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We beg Thee, on our bended knee, 
To pardon all our guilty crime, 
That we who sing our hymns to Thee, 
May sing Thy praises for all time. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
Grant this. His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, O Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 



%i fanbs. 

Splendor patemce glorice. 

Splendour of glory all divine ! 
Light-bom, the Source of Light art Thou, 
The Fount of Life, whence all things shine. 
Thou Day who bidst the day-star glow ! 

Dawn on our hearts with Thy bright beams, 
Whose radiant splendour ne'er decays, 
And pour on us the fertile streams 
Of Thy most holy Spirit's Grace. 

The Father too, let us adore ; 
Father of mighty grace sublime, 
Father of Glory, we implore 
Thy pardon for our wanton crime. 
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Give strength unto our feeble arms, 
And curb the spite of rancour's tooth; 
Eedeem us from mishap's alarms, 
And guide our actions by Thy TrutL 

Preserve our soul from every blame, 
And aught that can the mind defile; 
And purify our faith's clear flame. 
That it may know not falsehood's guile. 

Let Jesus be our daily food. 
Our only drink His saving Faith, 
And may we quaflf in joyful mood 
The outpouring of the Spirit's BreatL 

may this day in joy run on ! 
Be chaste and candid as the dawn ; 
Our faith as bright as noonday sun. 
From doubtful twilight far withdrawn. 

Aurora opes her lucid wells ; 
may that blessed light lead on 
The Son who in the Father dwells. 
And Father wholly in the Son ! 

To God the Father glory be. 
And glory to His only Son ; 
Glory, Holy Ghost ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 
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Immense Coeli Conditor, 

Great Creator of the sky ! 
Who didst guide the flowing waters, 
By the firmament on high 
Bounded in their proper quarters, 

Thou didst poise the starry spheres ; 
Thou didst bid the rivulets run, 
Tempering by their trickling tears 
Fervid heat of noontide sun. 

God most gracious ! deign to pour 
Gifts of grace which never cease, 
Lest our enemy of yore 
Tempt us with his new deceits. 

Let the lamp of faith bum clear, 
Shedding 'round its searching beam. 
By whose light all things appear 
What they are — not what they seem. 

Grant this grace, Father blest ! 
Grant this. Thou, His only Son ! 
Holy Ghost ! one God confessed, 
Eeigning while the ages run. 
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TUESDA V. 

$t latins. 

Consors Paterni luminis. 



Thou Brightness of the Father's Light ! 
Substantial Light ! Eternal Day ! 
We break the silence of the night, 
Assist us whilst our vows we pay. 



Chase darkness from our mind and heart, 
Put all the hosts of Hell to flight ; 
Bid slumber from our eyes depart. 
That we may watch in prayer this night. 

So mayst Thou, Lord, Thy mercy show 
To all who keep their faith in Thee, 
That whilst we sing Thy praises now 
Thy blessing may our guerdon be. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
Grant this. His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 
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Ales Diet nuntius. 

The noisy herald of the day 
Proclaims the near approach of light ; 
Christ bids us rise to watch and pray, 
And gird us for the daily fight. 

" Arise from bed," He cries, " Arise ! 
Be sober now, be just and pure ; 
Arise ! and ope your drowsy eyes ; 
Awake ! behold Me at the door." 

let us call on Jesus dear. 
Whilst we our tearful vigils keep ; 
The fervour of our earnest prayer 
Forbids us to prolong our sleep. 

Do Thou, Lord, keep us awake. 
And loose the bonds which night hath tied, 
The chains of sinful habits break ; 
May Thy new Light our footsteps guide. 

To God the Father glory be. 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, O Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 
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TellurU alme Conditor. 

BLEST Creator of the earth ! 
Whose Word the elements did sever ; 
Dry land appears, whose mighty girth 
Eemains immovable for ever, 

That it might prove a fruitful field, 
And blossom with each lovely flower. 
And waving crops their produce yield 
To fill the bams with bounteous store. 

The soul that's seared with many a crime 
Do Thou refresh by Thy sweet Grace, 
And may our tears redeem the time 
Which we have spent in evil ways. 

May we Thy just commands obey, 
May we avoid each evil thing, 
And may Thy blessing with us stay, 
May we not feel death's fatal sting. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, whilst the ages run. 
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WEDNESDAY. 

Eerum Creator optime. 

O GREAT Creator of the orb ! 

Behold us now, our actions guide j 

Let sleep no more our sense absorb, 

And loose the chains which night hath tied. 

O Saviour blest ! we humbly pray, 
Absolve us from our every sin j 
Who rise our plighted vows to pay. 
The precious hours of night to win. 

We lift our hearts, our hands on high. 
As bids the Prophet, in the night ; 
The Apostle echoes back the cry. 
Our model in the Christian fight. 

Thou seest the evil we have done, 
Our hidden sins we now confess. 
Our prayers we pour, we sigh and moan, 
Forgive us sinners who transgress. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear I 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son 1 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, whilst the ages run. 
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Nox et tenebrcB et nnbila. 

Begone, dark night ! ye mists, disperse ! 
Ye shadows brooding o*er the plain ; 
Once more the light the gloom doth pierce, 
Christ comes to visit us again. 

The mists which hid the earth from view 
Are scattered by the sun's first ray ; 
All things regain their wonted hue, 
And, radiant, greet the new-bom day. 

Thee only. Lord, do we adore 
In singleness of heart and mind ; 
And whilst we sing, we Thee implore 
With tears that we may mercy find. 

The many shapes which falsehood wears 
Shall stand revealed in Thy pure Light ; 
Do Thou, true Light of all the spheres, 
Shed over us Thy Badiance bright. 

To God the Father glory be. 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 
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Ccdi Deu8 sanctissime, 

God of Heaven ! most holy ! Thou 
Dost tinge with light the dawning east ; 
By Thy decree mom's blushing brow 
With growing splendour is increased. 

Tis Thou dost kindle on this day 
The fiery chariot of the sun ; 
By Thee the pale moon finds her way, 
And wandering stars their courses run. 

Such are Thy laws that men may know 
The intervals that do divide 
The days and nights which onward flow, 
Thus new-bom months are signified. 

Chase from our hearts the shades of night. 
And cleanse our soul from guilty stain ; 
Break loose the bonds which check our flight, 
Belease us from remorseful pain. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 
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THURSDAY. 

%i itafins. 

Nox atra rerum contegit. 

The gloom of night overshadows now 
The earth, and hides its varied hues; 
To Thee on suppliant knee we bow, 
Do not, just Judge, our prayer refuse. 

O take away our dire oflFence, 
And cleanse our soul from guilty stain ; 
Grant us to walk in innocence. 
That we may never sin again. 

The soul that feels the guilty sting 
Is plunged in slumber's fatal swoon ; • 
We yearn to rise, Thy praise to sing, 
And seek Thy Grace, Eedemption's boon. 

Do Thou disperse the shades of night 
That gather in our inmost heart. 
That we may share the blessed light 
Which to Thy Saints Thou dost impart. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son I 
Grant this, O Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 
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LiiX ecce surgit aurea. 

See now the golden light appear, 

Let darkness hide her pallid face, 

That treacherous guide who brings us near, 

By winding paths, the precipice. 

O may this light bring peace and rest, 
And purify us in Thy Sight ; 
May no dark schemes torment our breast. 
No word escape in truth's despite. 

So let the day its course maintain, 
So let our speech be true, the while \ 
Let hands and eyes from sin refraiii, 
Lest sinful acts our sense defile. 

There is a Witness lives on high. 
Who every day sees every act, 
Who never sleeps. His watchful eye 
From mom to night surveys each fact. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 
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MagruB Deus potentioe. 

Great God of Power, at Thy command 
The waters teem with living things : 
Some for the watery ways are planned, 
Some cleave the air with rapid wings. 

Those Thou dost plunge in depths profound, 
These in aerial circles soar ; 
Thus all the parts of earth abound 
With life derived from one great store. 

Grant us. Thy servants whom Thy Blood 
Doth cleanse as in a precious Bath, 
To shun transgression's poisonous food. 
Nor ever feel the pang of death. 

So that no crime may weigh Us down, 
Nor confidence overweening raise, 
Lest dark despair our spirit drown. 
Or arrogance lead to disgrace. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 
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FRIDA Y. 

Tu Trinitatis Unitas, 

Thou Gk)dhead One in Persons Three 
Who rulest all the World with might, 
List to the hymn we sing to Thee, . 
Keeping the watches of the night. 

The stillness of the midnight hour 
Bids us arise from bed to weep ; 
deign Thy healing Grace to pour, 
And wake our soul from guilty sleep. 

Whatever of sinful and impure. 

Through demon's guile, the night has brought, 

May Thy Almighty Power restore 

To purity in act and thought. 

May we be pure from every stain, 
And let no languor weigh us down; 
Do Thou the tempter's wiles restrain. 
Lest conscious guilt our fervour drown. 

For this, Eedeemer, now we pray, 

That Thou wouldst fill us with Thy Light, 

That in the circle of the day 

Our actions Thou wouldst guide aright. 
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Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit I who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 



Sterna Ccdi gloria. 

Eternal glory of the sky ! 
Blest hope of every mortal breast ! 
The only Son of God Most High, 
And Child of Mary — Virgin blest ! 

Give Thy Right Hand to us who rise, 
Our minds to thoughts sublime upraise, 
That we may sing with joyful cries 
The gratefiil tribute of our praise. 

The morning star begins to glow, ' 
Day's messenger proclaims the mom. 
Light steals o'er Nature's darkened brow, 
may Thy Light our souls adorn. 

May it abide with us always, 
And chase away all worldly gloom. 
And keep our hearts in Thy sweet Grace 
Until the last great day of doom. 
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May Faith long-sought strike deep its root 
Within our soul ; may Hope that cheers 
Be fraught with promise of the fruit 
Which Love brings forth in endless years. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 



Hominis aupeme Conditor, 

Supreme Creator of mankind, 
Disposing aU things by Thy might. 
Thou bidst the earth each varied kind 
Of beasts and reptiles bring to light. 

By Thy command a subtle force 
The mighty mass of things doth fill. 
Throughout the seasons' changing course 
Subservient to Thy creatures' will 

Subdue the passions' guilty sway 
Which urge us onward to rebel, 
Which lead the erring soul astray, 
Suggesting sin with fatal spell. 
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Grant us the crown of heavenly life. 
Grant us the gifts of heavenly grace ; 
Far banish all discordant strife. 
Bind fast the blessed bonds of peace. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, O Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 



SATURDA K 

SumnuB Parens dementioe. 

Great Source of Goodness, Godhead blest ! 
Who rulest all the World's vast frame ; 
One God in Substance still confessed, 
In Persons Three Thou art the same. 

May we Thy mercy now obtain, 
Whose weeping eyes their torrents pour. 
That pure from every sordid stain. 
We may enjoy Thy Presence more. 

O deign to bum with searching fire 
Our sinful parts, that we may be 
Well girded for the combat dire, 
From wanton lust's dominion free. 
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may all we who wake the hour — 
The hour of night with hymns of praise, 
Eeceive the ever-blessed dower, 
The rapturous vision of Thy Face. 

Grant this, who art our Father dear 1 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son I 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 



%i f aiibs. 

Aurora jam spargit polum, 

Aurora now illumes the sky, 
Mom breaks upon the slumbering earth, 
The sun darts up his beams on high — 
Away with slumber's wanton mirth ! 

Begone, ye phantoms of the night I 
And let our soul from sin arise. 
Released from slumber's evil plight 
When gloomy darkness veiled our eyes. 

Let this our last petition be. 
That morning may diffuse its rays 
Of light, as on our bended knee 
We wake its echoes with our praise. 
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To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 



Jam sol recedit igneits. 

The fiery sun recedes from sight, 
Eternal Light — One God confessed — 
In Persons Three ! — ^pour down Thy Light, 
And with Thy Love inflame each breast. 

We praise Thee with our Matin song. 
We praise Thee with our Vesper hymn ; 
deign to grant Thy suppliant throng 
To praise Thee with the Seraphim ! 

To Father and the Son we bow ; 
And, Holy Ghost, we Thee adore : 
As it hath been, so be it now. 
Glory to God for evermore. 





Pgmns from Jfcasls d ant '^axij. 



AT MATINS, LAUDS, AND VESPERS. 





Feasts of our Lord. 




CHRISTMAS, 

%i Putins "diXii!^ 0-e^p-ers* 

JiesM, Redemptor omnium, 

|ESUS, Saviour of mankind, 

Who, before the' light did dawn, 
With the Father equal shined, 
Of the Eternal Father bom. 

Splendour of the Father, Thou, 
Hope of all which never fails, 
Hear the prayers Thy servants now 
Utter in these tearful vales. 

Lord, remember Thou didst once 

Our frail nature's shape assume, 

As the angel did announce, 

Blessed Fruit of Mary's womb ! 

s 
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And this day bears witness now — 
Day most hallowed of the year — 
From the Father's Bosom Thou 
Didst descend the World to spare. 

Lo ! the skies, the earth, the main — 
All that under Heaven lies — 
Greet Thee with a joyful strain. 
Who didst pay salvation's price. 

And to Thee, who by Thy Blood 
Didst for our transgression pay, 
We will sing in joyful mood 
Hymns to greet Thy natal day. 

Jesus, bom of Virgin blest, 
Endless glory be to Thee, 
With the Father God confessed, 
And the Spirit — One and Three. 



A solis ortus cardine. 

Now, from the rising of the sun 
Unto the utmost bounds of earth. 
We sing the praise of Christ our King, 
Sweet Mary's Child of virgin-birth. 
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The blessed Founder of the World, 
In form of guilty slave arrayed ; 
The flesh redeemed which He assumed, 
Lest they should perish whom He made. 

The splendour of celestial grace 
Illumines that unspotted breast ; 
A Virgin's womb becomes the shrine, 
Where God unseen takes up His rest. 

The chaste enclosure of that frame 
Becomes a temple all divine ; 
In stainless purity she bore 
The Son of God within that shrine. 

The time fulfilled, she gave Him birth 
Whom Gabriel had once foretold ; 
. And whom, when yet within the womb, 
Saint John exulted to behold. 

A manger was His lowly bed, 
Disdaining not on hay to lie ; 
And He was nourished at the breast 
Who feeds the ravens when they cry. 

The choirs of heaven exult with joy, 
And angels sing before His throne ; 
The Shepherd of our souls supreme 
To shepherds makes His Glory known. 
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To Jesus bom of Virgin pure 
Eternal glory be confessed, 
Who with the Father and the Spirit 
For ever reigns — One Godhead blest. 



EPIPHANY. 

Crvdelis Herodes Deum. 

Why, cruel Herod, dost thou fear 
The coming of a King divine, 
Who will with thee His Kingdom share 1 
He comes not to sequester thine. 

The Magi, by the radiance bright 
Of that clear star which was their guide. 
Find Him who is the Fount of light — 
Their gifts confess what men denied. 

The Lamb of God comes to the streams 
To consecrate their sacred flood ; 
The sinless One our sin redeems, 
And bathes the sinner in His Blood. 
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O mystery of Power divine, 
The waters change their wonted hue ! 
Gush forth a fount of ruby wine, 
Converted to a substance new. 

Jesus, all glory be to Thee, 
Who to the nations didst appear ; 
To Father and the Spirit be 
Perennial glory, year on year. 



sola magnarum urhium, 

O Bethlehem I thou dost surpass 

All other cities in renown ; 

Thy privilege alone it was 

To call from Heaven our Saviour down. 

The Star whose lustre far outshines 
The splendour of the noonday sun, 
Brings tidings to the Earth which pines, 
That God has come as Mary's Son. 

Beholding Him, the Magi spread 
Their eastern gifts of wealth untold. 
In lowly homage at His bed — 
Frankincense, myrrh, and regal gold. 
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The gold betokens Him a King, 

And perfomes breathe His praise Divine ; 

The bitter herbs a foretaste bring 

Of His entombment in death's shrine. 

Jesus, all glory be to Thee, 
Who to the nations didst appear ; 
To Father and the Spirit be 
Perennial glory, year on year. 



Jem dulds jnemoria. 

Jesus, to think of Thee 
Brings gladness to the heart ; 
But in Thy sight to be. 
Doth greater joy impart. 

No softer strain we sing, 
No sweeter sound is heard. 
No thought more ravishing 

Than Thou, Incarnate Word. 

• 

Jesus, strength of the weak, 
To those who pray how kind ! 
How good to those who seek ! 
But what to those who find 1 
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No tongue can it reveal, 
No letter can it prove ; 
They only know who feel 
The rapture of Thy Love. 

Jesus, our future crown. 
Our only joy be Thou ; 
May we Thy praises own 
While endless ages flow. 

Jesus, our mighty King 
With victory's laurels crowned, 
Thy sweetness who can sing ? 
Thy raptures what shall bound ? 

When Thou our soul dost visit, 
It beams with^truthful light ; 
All worldly joys disgust. 
And love within bums bright. 

Jesus our sole delight. 
Fount of celestial fire. 
Surpassing fancy's flight 
And rapturous desire. 

Strive all to know sweet Jesus, 
His blessed Love implore ; 
And yearn to seek sweet Jesus, 
And seeking, yearn still more. 
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May we joy in Thy Name ; 
May we resemble Thee ; 
May love our hearts inflame 
Through all eternity. 

Thy Name by angels sung 
Sweet music doth impart — 
Like honey on the tongue, 
Like nectar to the heart 

Who taste Thee, hunger still; 
Who drink Thee, yet do thirst : 
Naught else their hearts can fill, 
In Jesus' Love immersed. 

O Jesus, sweetest Love, 
Hope of the breast that sighs, 
Our tears seek Thee above — 
Our heart for Thee still cries. 

Lord, with us abide, 
Bestow on us Thy Light ; 
Drive darkness far aside. 
Let all the World be bright 

Hail, Virgin's lovely Flower 1 
Thy Love our sweetness is ; 
Honour to Thee, and power. 
And reign of endless bliss. 
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OUR LORD'S PRAYER IN THE GARDEN, 

Aspice, ut Verhum Fatris a supemis. 

See the Eternal Word descending 
From the throne of Bliss supreme, 

Love-constrained, His way now wending 
Adam's children to redeem. 

Pitying the World's disaster, 

Yearning to repair its fall, 
Prone upon the earth, our Master 

Prays for pardon for US' all. 

what anguish, what affliction. 
Hemmed Him round on every side ! 

Who shall tell His dereliction 

While His suppliant accents cried : 

" my Father ! my Father ! 

Let this chalice pass away; 
Yet not my will. Thy will rather 

Be accomplished this day." 
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'Neath that load of anguish sinkiiig, 
Drops of blood stood on His Brow ; 

Wondering earth in silence drinking 
One by one the drops that flow. 

But an angel, swiftly gUding, 
Comes from Heaven to ffis aid; 

And that Form the Godhead hiding, 
Comfort seeks from those He made. 

To the Father praise be given ; 

Praise the Son, whose Name is greater 
Than all names beneath the Heaven ; 

Praise the Spirit, every creature. 



Venit e codo Mediator alto. 

From high Heaven the Mediator, 
Whom the Prophets sang of yore, 

Comes to heal our fallen nature — 
Sion's daughters ! weep no more. 

For the ill which Eden wrought us. 
Where our parents went astray, 

Olivet to life hath brought us. 
Where our Lord doth watch and pray. 
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The Redeemer of His oation, 

Such the love which filled His Breast, 
Hastens to make expiation 

For the World by sin oppressed. 

Now the Father's ahger ceases, 
And the Hand upraised to smite, 

All those threatening shafts releases, 
Destined on our souls to light 

Thus the snares of Hull are broken ; 

Heaven's gates are opened wide, 
"Where eternal joys unspoken 

Welcome those for whom He died. 

To the Father praise be given ; 

Praise the Son, whose Name is greater 
Than all names beneath the Heaven ; 

Praise the Spirit, every creature. 
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COMMEMORATION OF OUR LORD'S PASSION. 

Mcerentes oeuli spargite laerymas, 

Ys weeping eyes, shed briny tears; 
Ye bosoms, heave with heavy sighs, 
While I rehearse unto your ears 
A story of foul enterprise : 

My God is slain 

By wicked men — 
Upon the Eood He dies. 

With weapons armed, the rabble throng 
First bind their Lord in fetters fast ; 
And then they cudgel Him along. 
To satisfy their furious haste, 

While many blows, 

As on He goes, 
Are on His Visage cast. 

Nor is this all ! Our blessed Lord 
Is doomed to death without delay. 
The King by angel-choirs adored 
Becomes the cruel torturers' prey. 
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The ruffian band, 
With impious hand, 
Urge Him along the way. 

all ye people, lend your ear : 
The God of Loveliness is tied. 
And yet no murmurs can you hear. 
While whips, with furious passion plied, 

Upon His Back 

Mark out a track, 
Whence flows a ruby tide. 

Can you your tears refrain % Then hear 
What torments their malicious hate 
Did next devise for Him to bear. 
A wreath of piercing thorns they plait ! 

And, the pain ! 

E'en to His Brain 
Those thorns do penetrate. 

wfiat a sin ! the Lord sublime 
Is dragged by ropes to ^Calvary's grave, 
Where felons expiate their crime ; 
And there He dies who came to save, 

And as He dies. 

His Spirit flies 
Back unto Him who gave. 
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Let all the Earth with praises ring 
Of Him who suflfered all these wrongs. 
For us He died ; let us then bring 
The tribute of our grateful songs. 

Let all proclaim 

His sacred Name, 

4 

To whom all praise belongs. 



Agpice infami JDeus Ipse ligno. 

Behold our God upon the Rood ! 
All drenched in gore thereon He hangs ; 
His Hands are nailed unto the wood, 
Pierced through with cruel iron fangs. 

See, how He hangs betwixt two thieves, 
As though a partner in their guilt ; 
Behold the treatment He receives 
From those for whom His Blood is spilt. 

How pale the Face ! the drooping Head 
Is bowed in deatL His Eyelids close — 
Forth from His Breast His Spirit fled 
Unto its well-deserved repose. 
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O heart of man, more hard than brass, 
If thou thy crime dost not bewail j 
For thy own gmlty crime it was 
Which Christ unto the Cross did nail. 

Eternal praise to God be given 
Through every age, who loved us so ; 
That by His Blood our souls are shriven 
From sin, which works such bitter woe. 



%i f a«bs. 

Saevo dolorum turbine, 

A TEMPEST of affliction 

Overwhelms with bitter grief 

Our crucified Kedeemer, 

Condemned like guilty thief. 

His Hands and Feet are furrowed 
With wounds which wider grow. 

While from His Heart in torrents 
His sacred Blood doth flow. 

His Face with blood is streaming, 
His Breast is stained with blood ; 

From every Limb is pouring 
The sweet atoning flood. 
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He weeps and prays, and dying, 

He utters a loud cry ; 
His Mother's heart is smitten 

With grief to see Him die. 

What woe to Thee, Mother ! 

What woe to Thee, Son ! 
may that woe bring sorrow 

To hearts as hard as stone. 

Mountains and rocks are riven, 
The tombs give up their dead ; 

The plains and forests tremble, 
The rivers backwards fled ; 

The mighty main is troubled, 
The Temple's veil is rent ; 

The sun, the moon, the heaven. 
The stars. His death lament. 

The world is filled with wailing : 
men, why do ye sleep % 

Come, all ye little children ; 

Come, maids and matrons, weep ! 

Stand by His Cross in sadness, 
Anoint His blessed Feet ; 

Wash them with tears of sorrow. 
Your pardon to entreat 
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See, Mary with her tresses 

Dries up the tears that flow ; 
See how His Feet she kisses — 

So we will kiss them now. 

Love's devoted Victim, 

To take our sins away, 
And make us Thine own brethren, 

Thy life's Blood Thou didst pay. 

Be Thou our peace, O Jesus ! 

Our Joy, our Life, our Crown, 
Our Guide, our Light to Heaven, 

Where lliou hast placed our throne. 



CRO WN OF THORNS. 

Hxitfj SionfilioB. 

Go forth, ye Sion's daughters, now, 

A Monarch's bashful train. 
To see the crown on Jesus' Brow — 



Your mother wrought that pain. 

His Hair is plucked, the piercing thorns 

Red with His Blood appear ; 

The deathly pallor of His Face 

Shows that the end is near. 

p 
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What barren tract produced those thorns 
Bristling with bush and brier ? 

What ruthless hand hath gathered in 
So stem a crop and dire ? 

Each thorn, now steeped in Jesus' Blood, 

Becomes a blooming rose ; 
Bears sweeter jfruit than any palm, 

His triumph better shows. 

Christ ! the thorns which wound Thy Brow 

Were sown in pur great sin ; 
Pluck from our hearts our guilty thorns, 

And plant Thine own Thorns in. 

Strength, honour, praise, and glory be 

To Father and the Son, 
And to the Spirit Paraclete, 

While endless ages run. 



Legis figurU pingUur. 

The noble Crown of Christ our Lord, 
Shines in the ancient pact ; 

By thom-entangled victim ^ shown. 
And burning bush ^ intact. 

^ Qen. zxii. 13. ' Ezod. iii. 
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The ark was circled by a crown ; ^ 

The table's mystic round, ^ 
And altars breathing sweet perfume,' 

Fair golden crowns surround. 

Hail, Crown of Glory ! hail to thee, 

Encircling Jesus' Scars ! 
No gems, no gold can rival thee. 

Nor crowns of shining stars. 

Strength, honouj, praise, and glory be 

To Father and to Son, 
And to the Spirit Paraclete, 

While endless ages run. 



LANCE AND NAILS. 

Qucenam lingua tihi Lancea dehitas 9 

What tongue can sing thy worthy praise, Lance 1 
For thou didst open Christ's life-giving Side ; 
From which His Church came forth a perfect Bride, 
As Eve came forth from Adam's mystic trance. 
While blood and water mingle on the spears. 



^ Exod. zzv. 11. ' Exod. xxy. 25. ' Exod. xxx. 3. 
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The Churcli its life from that blest Fountain drew. 

To you, Nails ! are equal praises due, 

What time Christ's sacred members ye did pierce, 

And fasten to the Cross the stem decree, 

Now blotted out by Jlis atoning Blood. 

May all the saints unite in accents loud 

To praise Thee, Jesus, who dost keep with Thee 

The marks of Nails and Lance, where Thou dost share 

The Father's empire, and His sceptre bear. 



lit latins, 

Salvete Clavi et Lancea, 

Hail, holy Nails ! hail, blessed Spear ! 
N Once stained with rude ignoble rust ; 
What ruby tints on you appeal*. 
When in Christ's Body you were thrust ! 

The treacherous Jews chose you to aid 
The accomplishment of their foul crime. 
And God in Heaven of you hath made 
The instruments of grace subUme. 

For from the wounds which you did trace 
Upon those members aU divine, 
- As many founts of heavenly grace, 
With all their ruby treasures, shine. 
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To Jesus, pierced with nails and spear, 
Be glory, with the Father blest, 
' And with the Spirit ever dear, 
Both now and always still confessed. 



Tinctam ergo Christi Sanguine, 

Turn on me, then, your pointed dart. 
With precious Blood of Christ all stained. 
And wound my feet, my hands, my heart. 
For whom those pains should be ordained. 

But, O ! I pray, let every wound 
Which on my guilty self you make, 
With unction of Christ's Blood abound. 
And heal the spirit for His sake. 

That so my feet may never stray. 

My hands desist from evil deeds. 

And earthly love steal not away 

The heart which with compassion bleeds. 

To Jesus, pierced with flails and spear, 
Be glory, with the Father blest, 
And with the Spirit ever dear, 
Both now and always still confessed. 
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ANOTHER OFFICE. 

Pange, lingua, gloriosce. 

Sing, my tongue, the gloriouB theme 
Of the noble lance's praise, 
For it summoned forth a stream 
Flowing with redeeming grace, 
When our Lord came to redeem 
By His Death the human race. 

Lance, which many shrines would claun ! 
Now our ransom it doth bear : 
Piercing Him, that lance became 
To the strong a potent spear ; 
While the nails against the aim 
Of our foes a bulwark rear. 

Precious lance ! which robbed the Heart 
Of our God of all its Blood ; 
Precious nails ! whose pointed dart 
Cleansed us with a saving flood ; 
Healing grace thus to impart 
Unto Adam's guilty brood. 
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Staff on which the pilgrims rest, 
Courage to the weak it lends ; 
Warriors see it, and their breast 
Glows with ardour which it sends ; 
And each nail, for ever blest, 
Wavering hearts from sin defends. 

Jesus, Victor o'er the grave, 
Who didst triumph by the spear, 
And who by the nails didst save 
All things from the doom they fear, 
Grant that we may always have 
In these arms a refuge near. 



%i latins. 

Paschali juhilo sonerU prceconia. 

Now, raise your voice in jubilation, 
And sing the praises of those arms 

Whereby our Lord redeemed His nation — 
Cross, lance, and nails, our praise embalms. 

His cross despoils the powers infernal. 
His lance doth win the heavenly prize. 

The nails bring us to realms supernal. 
And light with joy our weeping eyes. 
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For when the nails His Hands did furrow, 
And pierced right through His sacred Feet ; 

When lance His Side transfixed thorough, 
How many streams of grace then meet ! 

The lance which smote His Heart so rudely, 
And drank the Water and the Blood, 

Makes glad the World with torrents goodly — 
run, all ye, to drink that flood. 

God Supreme ! the Heavens adore Thee, 
And Seraphim Thy praises siBg; 

grant us, too, to stand before Thee, 
For ever praising Thee, our King. 



^1 f a«irs. 

Verhum supemum prodiens. 

The Eternal Word from Heaven proceeds, 
Comes down to save the sinner lost ; 
Wounded with lance and nails He bleeds, 
what a price that work has cost ! 

glorious Lance ! thy potent might 
The hosts of Hell has terrified ; 
Thou openest out the realms of light. 
By virtue of the death He died. 
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And when the nails His Hands did wound, 
A fount of healing grace arose, 
Which heavenly odours breathes around, 
Sweets than any flower that blows. 

More cruel than a savage beast, 
A lance the Heart of God did wound ; 
And from the Strong comes forth a feast — 
No honeycomb so sweet is found. 

The Father, His dread phials of wrath 
Upon His sinless Son pours down. 
That He might make for us a path 
To stand before His glorious throne. 

Christ, our joy, do Thou impart 
Those copious streams of milk and wine 
Which flow from Thy transfixed heart. 
For which our souls so long do pine. 

Creator blest, we now implore 
That Thou wouldst our refreshment be ; 
And let Thine armour evermore 
Defend us from the enemy. 
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HOLY WINDING-SHEET. 

Gloriam sacroe celebremus omnes. 

The sacred cerements' praises let us sing, 
And let the air with joyful echoes ring, 
When we behold the robes which record bring 
Of our dear-bought salvation. 

That hallowed robe the sacred impress bears 
Of Jesus' Wounds, stained with His Blood and Tears ; 
Within its fold His sacred Fonn it bears, 
Tom from its lofty station. 

That robe reveals what cruel pains He bore — 
The Saviour of the Worid, whom we adore ; 
Who pardon for our sins deigned to implore 
By His own immolation. 

See here the wound the cruel lance has made ; 
His Hands with nails. His Back with whips is flayed ; 
Behold the traces, where His Head was laid, 
Of thorny coronation. 



HYMNS FROM FEASTS OF OUR LORD, 9 1 



Can you behold it with iinweeping eyes ? 
Can you behold, and not dissolve in sighs, 
The lifelike image of the death He dies 
In shame and tribulation ? 

Upon Thy Shoulders, Lord, our sins were laid. 
And by Thy Passion was our Eansom paid ; 
To Thee our life we owe — ^to Thee is made 
Our lifelong consecration. 

To Thee, Son ! be honour and esteem. 
Who by Thy Blood the whole World didst redeem; 
With Father and the Spirit, God Supreme, 
Thy reign knows no cessation. 



Mysterium mirabile, 

A WONDROUS mystery this day 
Eeveals itself before our eyes : 
The true Son of the living God 
Upon the Cross in torment dies. 

To advocate a servant's cause. 
He takes that servant's guilty guise ; 
The Master suffers for the slave — 
The just Man for the sinner dies. 
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The emblems of His cruel death 
And triumph we behold impressed 
Upon the robe, which with its folds 
His mangled Body did invoBt 

These are the signs of victoiy won 
O'er Death, o'er Hell, and o'er the World ; 
These are the trophiee which our Chief 
Displays triumphantly unfurled. 

This gratitude at least we owe 
To Him who brought eternal life, 
That 'neath this banner we should stand, 
And fight and conquer in the strife. 

Then let us die to all our sin, 
And let us rise to life of grace ; 
That by the Cross we may deserve 
To see the glory of His Face. 

Grant this, Father merciful ! 
And Thou, His own co-equal Son ! 
Grant this, Spirit ! who dost bear 
The sceptre, while the ages run. 
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JesUf dulcis amor mens, 

Jesus, sweetest love of mine, 
In Thy sight I seem to stand ; 
Mindful of those Wounds of Thine, 
Let me kiss Thy wounded Hand. 

Now I see how Thou wast stripped, 
Wounded, racked, and drenched with gall ; 
Stained with Blood, with scourges whipped- 
On this robe I see it alL 

Hail to thee, thom-crown^d Brow ! 
How Thy Features' lovely grace 
Shows a different aspect now ! 
Angels feared to see that Face. 

Hail to thee, sacred Heart ! 
Hail, Wound, once made therein ! 
Eedder than the rose thou art, 
Healing balsam for our sin. 

Holy Hands, you, too, we greet, 
Pierced right through with cruel dart. 
Saviour ! from Thy sacred Feet 
Grant us never to depart. 



94 HYMNS FROM FEASTS OF OUR LORD. 



THE PRECIOUS BLOOD, 

Festivis resonent compita vocibus. 

Let joyful cries ring through the air, 
Let every brow with gladness shine ; 
Let old and young bright torches bear, 
And form the long procession's line. 

The precious Blood which Christ once shed 
From many wounds, should move us so. 
When we remember all He did. 
That tears at least for Him should flow. 

The first man's disobedience wrought 
The ruin of the human race ; 
The second Adam life has brought 
To all by His redeeming grace. 

If His Eternal Father heard 
The loud cry of His dying Son, 
Much more that Blood His pity stirred, 
Our great transgression to condone. 
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Who washes in that Blood his stole, 
Henceforth with ruby grace doth shine : 
Pure as the Angels is that soul, 
And pleasing to the King Divine. 

If but we all attain the goal, 
Nor ever falter in the strife ; 
So God, who helps the weary soul, 
Will grant the noble prize of life. 

Be kind to us, Father blest ! 
Bought by the Blood of Thine own Son, 
And by Thy Spirit's Grace refreshed. 
Till we the heavenly crown have won. 



Irajusta Conditoris. 

The great Creator's just decree 

To drown the guilty World, set free 

The waters of the vengeful flood. 
Noe alone the ark did save ; 
But now His Love the World doth lave 

With deluge of atoning Blood. 



g6 HYMNS FROM FEASTS OF OUR LORD. 

The happy earth rejoiced amain 
To drink the torrents of that rain. 

Where once wa« spread a thorny waste, 
The sweetest flowers of grace now bloom ; 
And in the bitter wormwood's room 

The sweetest nectar greets the taste. 

The Serpent now hath laid aside 
The venom which his fangs suppHed, 

The savage beasts which roam the wild 
Forget their native cruelty ; 
This was Thy dear-bought Victory, 

wounded Lamb of God so mild ! 

depth of wisdom so profound ! 
Which human wit can never sound, 

What words of man can e'er suffice 
To tell Thy sweetest clemency ? 
The guilty slave was doomed to die, 

His Lord and King doth pay the price. 

When by our trespass we provoke 
The angry Judge's vengeful stroke, 

That precious Blood doth cry alway 
For mercy on our bitter woes ; 
The serried ranks of all our foes 

In dire confusion fly away. 
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may the World with praises ring ; 
By Thee redeemed, may we still bring 

The tribute of our gratitude. 
Thou art our Guide to endless rest, 
With Father and the Spirit blest 

Thou reignest in beatitude. 



Salvete, Ghristi vulnera. 

All hail to you, sweet Jesu's wounds ; 
The pledges of His Love are ye. 
From which a ruby torrent bounds 
And gushes forth unceasingly. 

Brighter than all the stars that shine, 
Sweeter than balsam or the rose, 
In price above Golconda's mine — 
No honeycomb such sweetness knows. 

Through you our soul doth enter in. 
And finds a grateful refuge there ; 
The foes who would tempt us to sin, 
To scale that fortress do not dare. 

G 
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In Pilate's court how many blows 
On Jesu's naked Back were laid ! 
From that torn Flesh, what mortal knows 
How m^y drops of Blood He shed ! 

woe is me, His lovely Brow 
With crown of prickly thorns is gored ; 
With nails, clenched by the hammer's blow, 
His Hands and Feet are rudely bored. 

But when of His own will He died, 
And by His Death His Love did show. 
Water and Blood, a mingled tide. 
From His transfixM bosom flow. 

That we might full redemption reap. 
Beneath the wine-press trodden down, 
One drop of Blood He will not keep — 
Our life to save He spills His own. 

come, all ye, unto this Bath ; 
sinner, come, if but thou wilt ; 
Whoever bathes therein he hath 
Entire remission of his guilt 

To Him who sits on the right hand 
Of God the Father, thanks are due ; 
Who by His Blood redeemed the land, 
And with His Spirit doth renew. 
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ASCENSION. 

jEteme Rex altissime. 

Eternal King, exalted high, 
Eedeemer of the human race, 
Who by the death which Thou didst die, 
Achieved a triumph ne'er to cease. 

Thou didst ascend above the spheres, 
Unto the throne which is Thy right. 
Not given by man ; Thy Grodhead bears 
The sceptre of all-potent might. 

That all the triple powers which sway 
The Heavens, the Earth, and HeD, may be 
Obedient to Thy word alway, 
And bow the suppliant knee to Thee. ' 

The Angels tremble to behold 

How strangely God doth man redeem ; 

Man expiates his sin of old. 

And God Incarnate reigns supreme. 

Be Thou Thyself our sole delight. 
Be Thou our crown in Heaven above, 
Who rulest all the World with might, 
And didst its pleasures worthless prove. 
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For this we cry with suppliant voice, 
That Thou wouldst pardon all our sin ; 
Lift up our hearts to heavenly joys, 
By grace may we Thy Glory win. 

And when Thou comest in a cloud 
Of majesty to judge the Earth, 
Eelax the pains Thy vengeance vowed, 
Bestore the right lost at our birth. 

Jesus, all glory be to Thee, 

In triumph unto Heaven ascending ; 

To Father and the Spirit be 

Like glory through all time unending. 



Salutis humxincB Sator. 

Thotj who didst die for sinner's sake ; 
Jesus, who art the soul's delight, 
Who didst redeem whom Thou didst make- 
To those who love Thee, purest Light 

Whence this unheard-of clemency. 
That Thou our guilty crime shouldst bear ; 
That Thou, the sinless One, shouldst die, 
To save us from the death we fear ? 
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Descending to the realms of nighty 
The captive Fathers Thou didst free ; 
Thou sittest at Thy Father's right, 
Arrayed in robes of victory, 

O may Thy pity move Thy Heart 
To pardon our deserved disgrace ; 
Thy blissful light deign to impart, 
That we may see Thee face to face. 

Our Guide to Heaven and our Eoad, 
Be Thou the Groal to which we tend ; 
Our Joy in this our sad abode, 
Our sweet Reward which ne'er shall end. 



CORPUS CHRISTL 

Pangey liiigiiaj glonod. 

Let my tongue the mystery sing 
Of the Body all divine. 
Of the Blood which Christ our King, 
• Bom of David's royal line, 
Shed upon the Cross to bring 
Sinners back to grace divine. 
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To defeat the Serpent's gaile, 
He was bom of Virgin pure ; 
Tarried in the world awhile, 
Scattering seed which should endure ; 
Then He closed in wondrous style, 
His sojourning wellnigh o'er. . 

On the night of that last feast, 
With the brethren He reclined. 
Satisfied the law's behest. 
In the food the law assigned ; 
To the Twelve, as His bequest, 
By His hand Himself consigned. 

Word Incarnate by His word 
Makes of bread His Flesh indeed, 
To the Blood of Christ adored 
Wine is changed ; then, never heed 
If the sense doth not accord. 
Faith doth guarantee the deed. 

Unto this great Sacrament 
Let us bow in homage due ; 
Let the ancient covenant 
Yield its place unto the new ; 
Let our faith supply the want 
Of the senses' partial view. 
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Praise the Father's mighty Name, 
Praise the Son, one God with Him ; 
Power, and Glory, Honour, Fame, 
Blessing be our constant theme, 
While the Spirit we proclaim 
Worthy of that praise supreme. 



%i itatins. 

Sacris solemniis juncta sint gaudia. 

On this most solemn festival your joyful anthems raise, 

And let your bosoms overflow with accents of sweet praise ; 

Let ancient forms depart, and let new rites usurp their 
place, 

Let heart and voice their homage pay. 

We keep the memory of the night of that great Sacrament, 
When we believe our Lord fulfilled the ancient covenant ; 
And to the brethren gave the Lamb, and bread without 
ferment, 

According to the ancient pact. 

After the mystic Lamb consumed, when paschal rites are 

o'er, 
[Into the Tw;elve Himself He gave their food for evermore ; 
What all receive, each one receives — one Body we adore. 
By His Almighty Hand bestowed. 
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He gave His Body unto them, their faltering steps to stay. 
He gave His Blood to cheer their hearts, now drooping with 

dismay, 
And said, " Receive the Chalice which I give to you this 

day. 

And drink ye all thereof." 

Thus did our Lord that sacrifice most holy institute, 
Whereunto as its ministers His priests He did depute 
Themselves to take, to others give, let none their right 
dispute. 

Which unto them alone helongs. 

The food of Angels now becomes to man his daily bread, 
And bread from Heaven signifies that ancient types are 

dead : 
wondrous thing ! an abject slave by his own Lord is fed, 
Can anything more wondrous be ? 

Godhead One in Persons Three, we humbly Thee implore 
That Thou wouldst be our Guest, as we Thy majesty adore ; 
Be Thou our Guide in all our ways until we reach the door 
Of Thy eternal dwelling-place. 
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%i f attirs. 

Verhum supeniuvi, prodiens. 

The Eternal Word of God descends — 
Yet leaving not His Father's side — 
To do His work, His way He wends, 
Arrived at life's sad eventide. 

E'en while the treacherous Judas goes 
His Lord and Master to betray, 
Jesus His Body first bestows 
To His disciples on that day. 

His Flesh and Blood to them He gave 
Under the twofold mystic veil, 
That soul and body He might save. 
Who came our every wound to heaL 

When He was bom. He was our Guest ; 
At Table now He is our Food ; 
Dying, He was our Eansom blest. 
And where He reigns, our only Good. 

O Victim of redeeming Grace, 
Thou openest HeaVen's portals wide ! 
Give help and strength against the face 
Of foes, who press on every side. 
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To (rod, One Lord in Persons Three, 
May sempiternal praise be given : 
O may we live and reign with Thee 
For ever in the courts of Heaven. 



SACRED HEART, 

Auctor beate ScbcvIL 

O BLESSED Founder of the World, 
Jesus, Eedeemer of Mankind ! 
Light of the Father's Light art Thou, 
Substantial Image of His Mind ! 

Thy Love compelled Thee to assume 
Our feeble frame of mortal mould. 
A second Adam, Thou wouldst give 
What the first Adam lost of old. 

Thy Love the kindly Builder was 
Of earth, of ocean, and the stars ; 
Took pity on our fathers' woes, 
And broke for us our prison bars. 

O may that wondrous Love of Thine 
Dwell in Thy sacred Heart always ; 
From that blest Fount may nations draw 
Sweet streams of Thy atoning grace. 
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For this Thy Heart with lance was pierced- 
For this. Thou didst sustain the blow : 
To cleanse us from our guilty stains, 
The mingled Blood and Water flow. 

Glory to Father and the Son, 
And to the Holy Spirit blest ! 
Power, glory, and dominion be 
To Them through every age confessed. 



En I ut superba criminum. 

Who are those foes that press around 1 
Alas, they are x)ur many sins ! 
What was the crime in Thee was found ? 
O God, it was Thine Innocence. 

Our sins did aim that quivering lance 
With which the soldier pierced Thy Heart ; 
Our sins its cruel force enhance. 
And keener edge to it impart. 

The Church, Thy wedded spouse, arose, 
O Christ, from Thy spear-wounded Side, 
Door of the Ark, which doth disclose 
A refuge from the overwhelming tide. 
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From this there flows a ceaseless spring 
Of saving grace, a sevenfold flopd, 
That we our sinful robes may bring. 
And wash them in Thy precious Blood. 

shame, if we to sin return, 

And wound Thy sacred Heart again ! 

But rather let our bosoms bum 

With Thy sweet Love's consuming pain. 

O Christ our Lord, Father blest, 
O Holy Spirit, grant this grace ! 
To you be glory, power confessed. 
And empire of eternal peace. 



gt f anirs. 

Cor, Area legem corUtnens, 

.0 Heart of God, the blessed Ark, 
Which doth the law of grace enshrine- 
Not law of ancient servitude, 
But law of mercy all divine. 

Heart, the temple unprofaned. 
Enshrining Thy New Testament, 
More holy than the ancient one. 
More useful than the YeU that's rent. 
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Thy Love inflicted that wide wound, 
Which shows upon Thy piercM Side, 
That we may know the wondro]is depths 
Of Love unseen, which there abide. 

Beneath this symbol of His Love, 
Our Priest Himself did sacrifice 
His death of Blood — His mystic death ; 
In each great rite 'tis Christ who dies. 

When He hath loved so tenderly. 
Who would not that fond love return % 
To dwell for ever in that Heart 
As in a home, who does not yearn ? 

Glory to Father and the Son, 
And to the Holy Spirit blest ! 
Power, glory, and dominion be 
To Them through every age confessed. 



ANOTHER OFFICE. 

QuicumqTie certum guceritis. 

All ye who seek a solace sure. 
And comfort in your deep distress, 
When conscious guilt afflicts the soul. 
Or pains deserved the heart oppress. 
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come to Jesus, tender Heart, 

The Heart which once was pierced for thee ; 

His Heart it is who for thy sake 

Was nailed to the ignominious tree. 

O hear how sweetly He invites, 
And tries the love of all to win : 
O come to Me, all ye who groan 
Beneath the burden of your sin. 

O what more gentle than His Heart, 
Who even doth excuse the crime 
Of those who nailed Him to the Cross ? 
Father ! forgive their sin this time. 

O Heart, the joy of all the Saints, 
And certain Hope of mortal breast ; 
O, hear the suppliant prayers we pour. 
We come to Thee with this request : 

Cleanse Thou our wounds with healing streams 
Of precious Blood, which from Thee flows ; 
Grant a new heart to all who seek 
Belief in Thee from all their woes. 
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Summi Parentis FUio. 

To Jesus, Son of God Most High, 

The Prince who reigns on peaceful throne, 

The Father of the World to come. 

Let us our canticles intone. 

His Heart was wounded by a dart 
Of Love, whose burning torch enshrined 
Within their hearts, enkindles those 
Who love the Lover of mankind. 

O Jesus, Man of Sorrows, say 
Why should Thy guiltless Blood be shed 1 
Why should the lance divide Thy Heart 
With ruthless force, when life is sped ? 

Pellucid Fount of Love divine, 
O limpid Spring of Water welling ! 
O Flame, consuming all our sins ! 
burning Love in Thy Heart dwelling ! 

Do Thou, Jesus, hidef us now 
And ever in Thy sacred Heart ; 
Grant us to share the gifts of grace. 
And heavenly bliss one day impart. 
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To God the Father and the Son 
May honour, praise, and glory be ; 
And, Holy Ghost, the Paraclete, 
From age to age we worship Thee. 



TRANSFIG URA TION. 

Quicumque Christum quasriiis. 

All ye who seek our Lord to know. 
Lift up your eyes to Heaven above ; 
There you may see what glory now 
Surrounds the Object of your love. 

What splendour there doth greet the eye — 
A glory which shall know no loss 1 
Sublime, unbounded, towering high, 
Older than Heaven or old Chaos. 

There reigns He King for evermore ; 
Both Jew and Gentile own His sway : 
Promised to Abraham of yore, 
And to his seed confirmed alway. 
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The iProphets, in their rapturous hymn, 
Foretell that He is Christ the Lord ; 
The Father witness bears to Him, 
And bids us listen to His Word. 

Jesus, Thy glory we proclaim, 
Who didst Thyself to babes reveal ; 
Bless we the Father's holy Name, 
Bless Holy Ghost with fervent zeal. 



Lux alma, Jesu, mentium, 

O Jesus, when Thy sweetest Light 
Dawns on the mind, the soul revives ; 
It chases thence the shades of night. 
And fills with sweetness which it gives. 

How glad is he whose guest Thou art. 
Thou, who dost share Thy Father's throne ; 
Sweet light to Heaven Thou dost impart. 
To sensual vision quite unknown. 

O Splendour of the Father, Thou ! 

O Charity, surpassing thought 1 

The treasures of Thy love bestow 

On us, to Thy sweet presence brought. 

H 
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Jesus, Thy glory we proclaim, 
Who didst Thyself to babes reveal ; 
Bless we the Father's holy Name, 
Bleas Holy Ghost with fervent zeal. 





pgmns from #ffic£ of #iir ^abg^. 



AT VESPERS, MATINS, AND LAUDS. 





Office of Our Lady. 




COMMON OFFICE. 

Ave^ maris Stdlcu 

I AEY, Star of Ocean, Ave ! 
Mother of thy God art thou ; 
Ever Virgin we proclaim thee, 
Happy Gate of Heaven now. 

O may that sweet salutation, 
By the Ups of Gabriel spoken, 

When to Ave Eva changes. 
Be to us a peaceful token. 

Loose the bonds which bind the guilty. 
Light upon our blindness pour. 

Banish from us every evil. 
Blessings on our souls implore. 
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Show thyself to be a mother, 
May He hear our prayers through thee, 

Who for us, of thee Incarnate, 
Was content thy Son to be. 

Virgin far above all virgins, 
(rentier far than all the rest, 

Free us from the sins which bind us. 
Make us gentle, make us chaste. 

May our life be pure and holy. 
Guide our steps in ways of grace. 

That we may, beholding Jesus, 
Ever joy in His embrace. 

Praise be given to GU)d the Father ; 

Honour, Jesus, unto Thee ; 
And to Thee, O Holy Spirit ! 

Self-same honour to the Three. 



%i Statins. 

Quem terra, ponttu, sidera. 

The earth, the sky, the mighty ocean. 
The fabric of the universe. 

Hail Mary's Child with rapt devotion. 
His praises everywhere rehearse. 
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The sun and moon vie with each other 

To do His will in every place, 
Who deigns to call a maid His mother, 

Conceived by her through heavenly grace. 

How blessed was that mother's dower, 

Whose womb suffices to contain 
The Grod who by His mighty power 

The World's vast fabric can sustain ! 

How blessed in that salutation, 

When quickened by the Spirit's grace. 

The Child desired by every nation, 

Made her pure womb His dwelling-place ! 

Jesus, mayst Thou all praise inherit. 

Who art the Child of Virgin blest ; 
To Father and the Holy Spirit 

Eternal praises be confessed. 



gloriosa Virginum, 

Mary, how great is thy glory ! 
With thy splendour the stars cannot vie ; 
For the God whose omnipotence bore thee. 
At thy breast as an Infant doth lie. 
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What Eve took away from sad mortals, 
The Fruit of thy womb doth restore ; 
Thou didst open the heavenly portals, 
They shall enter and sorrow no more. 

Thou, the gate of the heavenly court ; 
Thou, the mansion of God's habitation ; 
All ye nations whom Jesus has bought. 
Praise Mary, the source of salvation. 

Jesus ! to Thee be all praise, 
Who art bom of a Virgin all pure ; 
To Father and Spirit always 
Be glory while ages endure. 



LITTLE OFFICE, 

Memento^ rerum Gonditor. 

Remember, Creator blest 1 
That Thou didst once our form assume ; 
That Thou, Incarnate God, didst rest 
Within a spotless Virgin's womb. 
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Mother of redeeming grace ! 
Sweet mercy is thy queenly dower ; 
Our bitter foes far from us chase, 
Keceive us in our dying hour. 

Jesus, mayst Thou all praise inherit. 
Who art the Child of Mary blest ; 
To Father and the Holy Spirit 
Eternal praises be confessed. 



ANTIPHONS. 
Jhom iFirgt Suntrag of ati&ent to tje ^yxxi&tdXim. 

Alma Eedemptoris mater, qicce pervia coeli. 

Sweet Mother of our Saviour blest. 
The Gate by which we enter Heaven, 
The Star which glistens o'er the crest 
Of stormy waves whereon we're driven, 

Bring aid unto thy people's cause, 
And save them from the approaching doom ; 
Who didst conceive, 'gainst Nature's laws. 
Thy own Creator in thy womb. 

A Virgin once, a Virgin still, 
deign to hear the salutation. 
And Gabriel's Ave now fulfil. 
Take pity on thy fallen nation. 
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dfcom tfie PutiScatfon to f^olg (S^tsliag. 

-4w, Regifui Coelorum* 

Hail to thee on thy bright throne ! 
Angels hail thee bending down ; 
Root of Jesse, Gate of Heaven, 
Light through thee to us was given. 
Joy to thee, Maid renowned ! 
Fairer than all others found ; 
By the glory thou hast won. 
Pray for us unto thy Son. 



jFtont 3Ea0ter to Pentecost. 

Regina cceli, Icetare, alleluia / 

Queen of Heaven, now rejoice, 

We sing our Alleluia ; 

He who made thee by His choice 

His Mother, Alleluia 

Hath arisen as His voice 

Proclaimed it, Alleluia; 

Be our Advocate with Christ 

For ever. Alleluia. 
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Sitm STtmits £untras \si Silent 

Salve^ Regina. 

Hail, Queen and Mother of compassion kind ! 
Our life, our sweetness, hope in thee we find. 
To thee, poor banished sons of Eve, we cry"; 
To thee in this sad vale of tears we sigh : 
Rise, then, our Advocate, and turn thine eyes. 
Those eyes so tender, on our miseries ; 
And when this weaiy time of exUe's o'er, 
Sweet Jesus show to us for evermore. 
The blessed Fruit of thy pure womb confessed, 
O kind, tender Virgin Mary blest ! 



IMMACULATE CONCEPTION. 

Prcelara custos Virginum, 

Chiep of the Virgins' chosen band. 
Thy Virgin womb became God's Throne, 
The Gate of the celestial land, 
The Hope of Man, the Angels' Crown. 

A lily thou among the thorns, 
A dove of peerless form and grace. 
The branch which Jesse's root adorns. 
Whose healing Fruit redeems our race. 
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Thou tower of strength, which nought defiles, 
Thou star, which shinest o'er the main, 
Defend us from all Satan's wiles, 
And by thy light our steps ordain. 

The gloom of error now dispel, 
And dissipate the treacherous shoal. 
While threatening billows chafe and swell, 
Grant us to reach the happy goaL 

Jesus, mayst Thou all praise inherit. 
Who art the Child of Mary blest ; 
To Father and the Holy Spirit 
Eternal praises be confessed. 



SEVEN DOLOURS, 

Stahat Mater dolorosa. 

How sorrowful the Mother stood. 
Weeping beneath the holy Eood 

On which her dear Son hangs 1 
Her soul is pierced with sword of grief, 
Nor sighs nor groans can bring relief 

Unto her bitter pangs. 
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How full of bitter woe and sadness 
Was she, the source of- all our gladness, 

The Mother of our Lord ! 
That Mother could do nought but mourn 
To see her Son to Calvary borne, 

Whom Angel-choirs adored. 

Where is the eye that would not weep, 
To see that Mother plunged so deep 

In such great tribulation ? 
Where is the heart that would not grieve, 
If it the measure could conceive 

Of Mary's deep compassion ? 

His Father's wrath to satisfy. 
She sees her Son in torments die. 

With cruel scourges torn ; 
She sees her own, her sweetest Son, 
Forsaken now by every one. 

Dying a death forlorn. 

Mary, Mother, source of love, 
May I thy bitter anguish prove. 

Teach me to weep with thee ; 
make my heart to bum like thine 
With love of Christ, thy Son divine. 

That He too may love me. 
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O holy Mother, make my heart 
To feel the anguish of the dart 

Which pierced the Crucified. 
Thine only Son thou didst not spare, 
Who deigned such pains for me to bear, 

Those pains with me divide. , 

teach me how with thee to weep, 
And whilst I live the memory keep 

Of Jesus crucified ; 
Beneath the Cross with thee to stand. 
And join the faithful mourners' band. 

Nor ever leave thy side. 

Virgin, above all virgins blest, 
Deny me not this one request. 

Teach me to mourn with thee ; 
Grant me to share His death, and bear 
The memory of His Passion dear, 

And stripes endured for me. 

wound my heart with those sweet shafts. 
And drench my soul with copious draughts 

Of thy Son's precious Blood ; 
'Gainst vengeful flames my soul defend — 
Virgin blest, be thou my fidend. 

Be thou my surety good. 
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Jesus, when this life is done, 
Call me to an eternal throne, 

For Thy dear Mother's sake ; 
And when this body shall decay, 
My soul to Heaven without delay 

Unto Thy glory take. 



OC/jR LADY OF GOOD COUNSEL, 
As in Common Offi.ce, 



Flaude festivo, pia gensy honore. 

Sing high your hymns of praise, all ye who dwell 
In Genezzano, where the sacred fane 
The image of God's Mother doth contain. 
No mortal hand could limn that face so well ! 
Its wonder-working power who shall tell, 
When first it dawned upon their wondering sight? 
The sick are healed, and all the ills that light 
On body and on mind it did dispel 
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The woes which threatened Latiuin to invade 
Were banished far. O Virgin ! still thy power 
Is manifest by many marvellous signs. 
To weary mortals lend thy powerful aid, 
And hear the vows which we, thy servants, pour. 
To Him whose glory in the Heaven shines, 
The Triune-God who rules the universe. 
May every creature ceaseless praise rehearse. 



OUR LADY, HELP OF CHRISTIANS. 

Sospe^ dum Christi populus, cruentis. 

Oft when the flock of Christ has been oppressed 
By bitter foes, the faithful Virgin came 
From Heaven to bring her suffering people rest. 
Thus ancient records of the past proclaim. 
Thus temples decked with spoils her aid attest, 
And annual rites to praise her holy name. 
And now 'tis meet to sing to Mary blest 
New songs of praise ; let all the World acclaim. 
And echo back the Holy City's voice, 
Who in her new deliverance doth rejoice. 
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O happy day, and worthy of record, 
When Peter's throne, which now for many a year 
Had mourned the absence of a Pastor dear. 
In triumph welcomed back its exiled Lord. 
Ye youths and maids, a pure and holy band. 
Ye tonsured trains, ye people, raise your voice 
To praise our Queen, who with her bounteous hand 
Such gifts bestows as make the heart rejoice. 
O Virgin blest ! renowned in every land. 
Mother of God, predestined by His choice. 
Show greater mercy still ; by thy command. 
Whose power alone all heresies destroys, 
May Pius, our chief Shepherd, be our guide, 
And wholesome pastures for our souls provide ; 
May we adore Thee through eternal years, 
O Trinity ! whose fame transcends our lays, 
And may the steadfast faith our spirit bears 
Instruct our tongues with canticles of praise. 



Te, Redemptoris Dominique nostri. 

Mother of our Redeemer and our Lord, 
We hail thee now, a Virgin without stain, 
The Christian's joy and comfort in his pain. 
What though the powers of Hell with one accord 
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Their arms combine, whdt though our ancient foe 

Should gnash his teeth, and threaten to destroy 

And fill God's holy heritage with woe ; 

Their furious onslaught never can annoy 

The souls which, in their pious fervour, go 

To implore the aid which thou dost give with joy ; 

Such heavenly favours from thy hands do flow, 

If but thine advocacy we employ. 

The din of war doth cease, the foes are slain, 

Their broken squadrons strew the battle-plain ; 

As lifts its head the tower by David built 

In holy Sion, a citadel of strength, 

A wall doth compass it, while all the length 

Eeflects the splendour of the bucklers gilt. 

And bristles with an armament of power : 

So dpth the Virgin, whom God's mighty Hand 

Hath compassed with a choicest heavenly dower. 

Defend her servants from the hostile band. 

Against the hosts of Hell a mighty tower. 

Thy praise, Trinity ! in every land 

Ascends eternally from hour to hour ; 

By faith our souls Thy majesty confess. 

Our tongues with hymns of praise that faith profess. 
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SE VEN DOLO URS— SEPTEMBER. 

quot undis lacrymarum. 

How many tpars that Mother shed, 
How many pangs her heart oppressed, 
When from the Cross whereon He bled 
She saw Him taken to His rest ! 
Once more upon her lap now laid. 
Once more clasped to her gentle breast. 

See how she bathes with tears of woe 
That Face so dear, that Breast so sweet, 
That Side which she had cherished so ! 
Those wounded Hands once more now meet 
With hers, and bid her tears to flow 
On them, and on those gory Feet. 

How many times she clasps her Son, 
And strives those Features to retrace ! 
Those wounds she kisses every one, 
Those mangled Limbs, that livid Face, 
Till grief doth make her soul to swoon 
Itself away in that embrace. 

Mother, deign to hear our cry ! 

By all the tears which thou didst shed. 

And by the death thy Son did die. 
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And by the wounds so mby red, 

O teach our hearts with thine to sigh. 

And bleed for Him who for us bled. 

To Father and the Son divine, 
To Holy Ghost, co-equal Lord, 
To (rodhead One in Persons Trine, 
Sing endless praise with one accord ; 
And may Their glory brighter shine, 
In this and every age adored. 



%i Itatins. 

Jam^ toto suhdittu, Vesper eat, polo. 

Lett darkness vanish from the heavens now. 
And let the sun haste on the wond'ring day, 
Whilst I recall that tragedy of woe. 
When €rod endured such pains as none can say. 

His Mother, too — thou didst that sight behold. 
With streaming cheek and heart that could not break 
Whilst all the time the cruel Cross did hold 
Thy Son, whose sighs His anguish now bespeak. 

Before thine eyes thine only Son now hangs, 
With scouiges torn, one wound from Foot to Head : 
O who shall tell how many bitter pangs 
Transfixed thy heart, which with compassion bled ! 



HYMNS FROM OFFICE OF OUR LADY. 1 33 

The spittle and the blows, the stripes, the wounds, 
The nails, the gall, the myrrh, the sponge, the lance, 
The thirst, the thorns, the gore, — are there no bounds. 
But must they all His sufferings enhance ] 

And all the while she stands steadfast and true : 
That Virgin more than martyr's courage shows ; 
Dying of grief, yet by a wonder new. 
She does not die for all her many woes. 

Sing praise unto the eternal Godhead now; 
Thee I entreat with supplicating strain. 
Such strength in time of trouble to bestow. 
As did Thy Virgin Mother's heart sustain. 



SummcB Deus clementioe. 

Great God of clemency supreme, 
may the Virgin's sevenfold grief 
Be unto us our constant theme. 
May Jesus' sighs bring us relief. 

May all the tears which she did weep 
Salvation's boon for us obtain; 
Those tears alone suffice to sweep 
Our sins away with all their stain. 
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"Mlbj Thy five wounds, O Jesus ! be 
A constant theme of bitterness ; 
May Mary's sorrows be to me, 
And all, a source of endless bliss. 

Jesus, Thy glory we proclaim. 
Who for our sakes wast crucified ; 
For ever may the Father's Name 
With Holy Ghost be magnified. 



MA TERNITY, 

%i Patina. 

GobIo Hedemptor prcetulit. 

Our Saviour chose His dwelling-place 
Within a happy Virgin's womb. 
Preferred it to a heavenly throne. 
Our mortal nature to assume. 

It was her happy lot to bear 
The Author of redeeming grace, 
Who by His Blood our souls redeems, 
And by His Cross our ransom pays. 

May joyful hope so fill our hearts 
That anxious fear may pass away, 
For she will bear our tears and prayers 
Unto her Son upon this day. 
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That Son doth hear His Mother's cry, 
That Son doth grant what she implores ; 
Who seeks her love, he shall obtain 
Her potent aid in darkest hours. 

Glory to Thee, Trinity ! 
Who didst enrich with Fruit divine 
The spotless womb of Mary blest. 
Resplendent may Thy glory shine. 



Tcy Mater alma Numinis, 

To thee, the Mother of our King, 
We humbly raise our suppliant prayers, 
That 'neath the shelter of thy wing 
We may be safe from Satan's snares. 

That King Supreme created thee, 
His Mother's queenly name to bear, 
To set our guilty nature free. 
And our first parents' sin repair. 

Then show thyself compassionate 

To Adam's fallen progeny. 

May thy entreaties deprecate 

His wrath who deigned thy Son to be. 
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Jesus, nuijst Thou aU praise inherit, 
Who art the Child of Mary blest; 
To Father and the Holy Spirit 
Eternal praises be confessed. 



PURITY. 

Sulla Jacob fidgida, 

Star of Jacob ! shining bright, 
More brilliant than the rising mom; 
Compared with thy most radiant light, 
The stars of all their beams are shorn. 



Clad in white robes without a stain. 
The Angel-choir its tribute brings. 
The consecrated Virgin train 
EtemaUy thy praises sings. 

And then they twine their wreaths for thee. 

Of snowy bells and lilies fair ; 

But though so fair, their purity 

With thine, Mr Queen, cannot compare. 
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The lowly eartli ita voice doth raise 
To mingle with the Angels' songs, 
The stars re-echo that sweet pTaise 
Which to the Virgin-Queen belongs. 

Jesus, mayst Thou all praise inherit. 
Who art the Child of Maiy blest ; 
To Father and the Holy Spirit 
Eternal praises be confessed. 




Igmits &0ra Common: (Sffirt of 
faints. 



AT MATINS, LAUDS, AND VESPERS. 




Common Office of Saints. 



OF APOSTLES, 



jEtema Chriati munera. 




COME with your canticles, come with your lays, 
With hearts full of gladness, your palm-branches 
wave; 
Their glory to welcome, the gift of God's grace. 
The glory which Christ to His chosen ones gave. 



The churches acknowledge your labours abounding. 
Captains of prowess with victory crowned, 
Soldiers the throne of their Chieftain surrounding. 
Light to enlighten the darkness profound. 
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Faitli, the strong shield against heresy's aims ; 
Hope, the sure anchor whereby we hold fast ; 
LoTe, which makes perfect the soul it inflames ; — 
These weapons our foes in confusion shall cast. 

In these is the Father's great glory confessed, 

In these is the Son's famous victory proved, 

In these doth the Spirit complacently rest, 

Through these are the Heavens with sweet raptures moved. 

To the Father all glory, to the Son be all praise. 
To the Spirit, proceeding from Father and Son, 
As it was in the past time, so be it always : 
All glory for ever while ages shall run. 



Exvitet orhis gaudiU, 

Now let the World with joy abound, 
Now let our praises rend the sky, 
Let Earth and Heaven the glory sound 
Of those whom Christ would magnify. 

Your thrones shall judge the World one day, 
To all the World your light doth shine ; 
To you we cry, to you we pray, 
Unto our suppliant prayers incline. 
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Tis yours to shut the heavenly gate, 
And at your word it opens wide ; 
By your command, we supplicate, 
Unloose the bonds with which we're tied. 

The frames that droop with slow decay, 
Obey your mandate and revive ; 
heal the souls that faint away ! 
With added virtues make us live. 

That when our Lord, the Judge of all, 
On the last day shall come again, 
We may be ready at His call, 
With Him in endless bliss to reign. 

To Father and the Son we bow, 
And, Holy Ghost, we Thee adore ; 
As it hath been, so be it now, 
Glory to God for evermore. 



PASCHAL TIME, 

Tristes erarU Apogtoli, 

The Apostles were stricken with grief. 
For Jesus, now laid in the grave, 
Condenmed to the Cross like a thief, 
He died by the hand of His slave. 
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The Angel's prediction came true, 
Which he to the women made known : 
'' Soon Christ shall Himself to the view 
Of His joyfol disciples be shown." 

While they hasten their tidings to tell 
To the Apostles, overwhelmed in affliction. 
At the sight of His footprints they fell, 
To implore their dear Lord's benediction. 

To Gralilee's mountain they wend, 
His last blessed footprints to kiss ; 
They see Hun in glory ascend. 
That vision o'erwhelms them with bliss. 

O Jesns ! our blest Consolation, 
With Thy joys may our bosom be rife ; 
Deliver from Death's condemnation 
The souls Thou hast quickened with life. 

To the Father all glory is due ; 

To the Son, who from death rose again ; 

To the Paraclete, let us renew 

Our praise, while the Godhead doth reign. 
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Paschale mundo gaudium. 

The sun with more than wonted grace 
Glad tidings bripgs of paschal joy ; 
The Apostles look on Jesu's Face — 
No other light with that can vie. 

The wounds which for our sins He bore, 
Shine brighter than the starry sHes ; 
What they beheld on Mount Thab6r, 
Their faithful witness testifies. 

O Jesus ! our most gracious King, 
Possess our hearts with love's sweet flame, 
And teach our grateful tongue to sing 
The glory of Thy holy Name. 

O Jesiis ! give us paschal joys, 
Which never from our soul shall part ; 
Awake our souls, by Thy sweet Voice, 
To that new life Thou dost impart. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Son who rose again. 
And, Paraclete, the like to Thee ; 
Let age to age repeat the strain. 
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OF A MARTYR. 

DfiU Tuorum militum, 

Gk)D ! the Portion of Thy Saints, 
Their Crown, their blessed Eecompense ; 
Whilst we their glory now enhance, 
Absolve us from our many sins. 

This Martyr spumed all worldly bliss, 
And joys which tempt the unwary soul ; 
Their sweets to him were bitterness, 
And so he reached the heavenly goal 

Courageously he bore his pains, 
And looked on death without dismay ; 
Dying for Thee, he now obtains 
Those joys which never shall decay. 

Therefore our suppliant prayers we make 
To Thee, our Father ever dear. 
That for Thy blessed Martyr's sake 
Thou wouldst remit the pains we fear. 

Praise and eternal glory be 
To God the Father and the Son ; 
And, Holy Ghost, the like to Thee, 
Wbile endless ages onwards run. 
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Invicte Martyr , untcum. 

Great Martyr ! who thyself didst show 
A follower true of God the Son, 
O'er all thy foes triumphant now, 
Thou dost enjoy what thou hast won. 



O may thy powerful prayers obtain 
Eemission of our sinfulness : 
Let nothing ill our conscience stain, 
And banish life's sad weariness. 

The sacred bonds which once contained 
Thy blessed soul are now imtied ; 
Belease us too, whom sin has chained, 
By His sweet grace who for us died. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, O Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 
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OF MARTYRS— IN PASCHAL TIME. 

Jit Vt^l^tX^. 
* Rex glortose Mariyrum, * 

Jesus ! the glorious Martyrs' King, 
Thy faithful servants' Joy and Crown, 
Despising every earthly thing, 
Thou bring'st them to a heavenly throne. 

Lord ! make no delay, but lend 
Thine Ear attentive to our cries. 
And pardon us what we offend, 
Whilst we proclaim their victories. 

Thine is the victory they achieve. 
Thou sparest all who seek Thy Face ; 
Do Thou our guiltiness reprieve, 
Who art the Source of every grace. 

To Grod the Father glory be, 
And to the Son who rose again. 
And, Paraclete, the like to Thee ; 
Let age to age repeat the strain. 
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%i Putin's* 

Christo profmum sangutnem. 

Let us sing how Martyrs bled, 
How their blood for Christ was shed ; 
Gladly let our voice proclaim 
Triumphs of their deathless fame. 

T3rrants' threats could not appal, 
Nor the blows which on them fall ; 
Speedy death brings endless rest. 
Now they dwell among the blest. 

Some are doomed in flames to bum, 
Some by wild beasts' fangs are torn ; 
Armed with engines of their skill. 
Torturers work their cruel will 

Whilst their Hmbs are hacked and hewed, 
In their sacred blood imbrued, 
Steadfast still they stand and die — 
Heaven rewards the victory. 

Blest Redeemer ! we implore Thee, 
Grant to us who now adore Thee, 
With the glorious Martyrs' band 
Ever in Thy Sight to stand. 
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» 

OF MARTYRS— OUT OF PASCHAL TIME, 

Sanctorum meritis indyta gavdia. 

Let us proclaim the Martyrs' bliss, 
And noble deeds, by which they won 
Their title to that happiness — 
No trophies glitter like their own. 

The foolish World thought them unwise, 
But they from Thy example learned 
Its empty follies to despise ; 
To reign with Thee alone they yearned. 

For Thee they bore the tyrant's frown : 
Vain are his stripes, his tortures vain ; 
What though the sword may hew them down. 
Their soul shall never feel the pain. 

The sword doth mow them down like sheep : 
No murmur's heard, not e'en a sigh ; 
But calmly they their patience keep, 
In conscious innocence they die. 

What tongue can tell the rapturous bliss 
Thy Martyrs doth encompass now ? 
Each drop of blood a ruby is 
To deck the laurels on their brow. 
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O God supreme 1 one God, we pray 
Keep fax from us each hurtful thing, 
And grant Thy servants peace alway — 
May we Thy praises ever sing. 



OF CONFESSORS. 

Jit ^t%i^tx% KXiii Patina* 

Iste Confessor, Domini colentes. 

O'er all the World the faithful sing, 
O Confessor of Christ ! thy praise, 
Who on this day by grace didst win 
A throne which shall endure always. 

Pious and prudent, humble, chaste, 
In simple truth thy life was spent ; 
Whilst in the flesh, thy soul fulfilled 
The term of its long banishment. 

The frames with sickness sore oppressed 
Thine efficacious aid implore ; 
Thy prayers can conquer all disease. 
And languid limbs to health restore. 

Therefore we sing thy praises now, 
And laurels won in deadly strife, 
That by thy prayers we may obtain 
The crown of everlasting life. 
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To Him who sits upon the throne, 
All honour, praise, and glory be. 
Who rules the courses of the spheres, 
In Grodhead One, in Persons Three. 



OF A CONFESSOJR AND BISHOP. 

Jem, Redemptor omnium. 

Jesus, Redeemer of mankind ! 

The PontiflF's Crown, which ne'er shall fade, 

Be Thou to us this day inclined, 

Who seek Thy wonted mercy's aid ; 

For on this day the glory shines 
Of one whose life confessed Thy Name — 
This day the grateful Church consigns 
To memory of his saintly fame. 

He wisely knew how to despise 
All worldly joys that pass away; 
Now with the Angels he enjoys 
The bliss which never shall decay. 

deign to grant, by Thy sweet grace, 
That we may in his footsteps tread, 
And through his prayers do Thou efface 
The doom which by our sins we dread. 
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To Christ, our King compassionate, 
And to the Father glory be; 
To Holy Ghost, our Advocate, 
Both now and through eternity. 



OF A CONFESSOR NOT A BISHOP. 

•/iwi*, Corona celdor, 

Jesus, surpassing Happiness ! 

And Truth excelling everything, 

Eewarding with eternal bliss 

The Saints who own Thee for their King ; 

For sake of this Thy servant lend 
Thine Ear attentive to our cry, 
And pardon what we may offend, 
Unloose the bonds which sin doth tie. 

The gHding year brings round the day, 
The happy day, whose blessed light 
Guided this Saint upon his way 
To realms beyond our mortal sight 

The joys of Earth to him were naught. 
And all its ample wealth he spumed ; 
He deemed them all with poison fraught. 
For joys of Heaven alone he yearned. 
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Christ ! our good and gracious King, 
Thy servant always served Thee well, 
Conquered the subtle Serpent's stingy 
And put to flight the hosts of HelL 

Eenowned in virtue and in faith, 
His ceaseless vows to Thee he made ; 
His lifelong penance after death 
With heavenly banquets is repaid. 

Therefore this humble prayer we make, 
O GUxi most merciful and true ! 
That for Thy holy servant's sake 
Thou wouldst remit our penance due. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
And, Holy Ghost, the like to Thee, 
While endless ages onward run. 



OF A VIRGIN AND MARTYR. 

Yirginis ProleSy Opifexque McUris, 

Virgin's Offspring ! Who Thy Mother didst create, 
A Virgin bore Thee, and a Virgin gave Thee birth ; 
A Virgin's triumph now our hymns commemorate. 
Who by her death obtained a life of priceless wortL 
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For she doth wear a wreath with double grace entwined : 
Her happy lot it was the passions to subdue ; 
The tyrant with his tortures could not appal her mind, 
She triumphed o'er herself and o'er the tyrant too. 

And so she feared not death, nor was she terrified 
By all the thousand torments the torturers could devise ; 
Her virgin's blood she gladly shed, and by the death she died 
She merited a Martyr's crown in Heaven's cloudless skies. 

God ! for this Thy Virgin's sake we humbly Thee implore, 
That Thou wouldst unto us remit the pains for us ordained, 
That so we may in purity Thy Majesty adore, 
And worthy be to sing Thy praise with hearts and lips 
unstained. 

To God the Father glory be, and to His only Son, 
And unto Thee, Who with Them both art equal God confessed, 
Holy Spirit ! to the Three who reign in Godhead One, 
may Thy Name through every age by every tongue be 
blessed ! 



OF A VIRGIN NOT A MARTYR, 

Virginis Proles, Opifexque Matris, 

Virgin's Offspring 1 Who Thy Mother didst create, 
A Virgin bore Thee, and a Virgin gave Thee birth ; 
A Virgin's festival our hymns commemorate, 
Who by her merits won a life of priceless worth. 
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O God ! for this Thy Virgin's sake we humbly Thee implore, 
That Thou wouldst unto us remit the pains for us ordained. 
That so we may in purity Thy Majesty adore, 
And worthy be to sing Thy praise with hearts and lips 
unstained. 

To God the Father glory be, and to His only Son, 
And imto Thee, Who with Them both art equal God confessed, 
O Holy Ghost ! unto the Three who reign in Godhead One, 
may Thy Name through every age by every tongue be 
blessed ! 



OF VIRGINS. 

Jwu,^ Corona Virginum, 

Jesus, the Virgins' Crown, their Spouse, 
Who wast Thyself of Virgin bom. 
To whom admiring Nature bows. 
Accept our grateful hymns this mom. 

Thy path amongst the lilies lies, 
A troop of Virgins is Thy train j 
The Bridegroom, in whose beaming eyes 
Thy Spouses their reward obtain. 
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Where Thou dost go, that Virgin-choir 
Doth follow Thee with hymns of praise ; 
With music of the lute and lyre, 
And concord of melodious lays. 

O deign to hear Thy suppliants' prayers ! 
Eefine our sinful senses so, 
That freed from Satan's sinful snares, 
Corruption's stain they may not know. 

All honour, praise, and glory be 
To God the Father and the Son ; 
And, Holy Ghost, the like to Thee, 
While endless ages onward run. 



01^ HOL Y WOMEN, 

%i Patina* 

HvjtM oratu, Deus alme, nobis, 

GrOD ! for this Thy servants' sake we humbly Thee im- 
plore, 
That Thou wouldst unto us remit the pains for us ordained, 
That so we may in purity Thy Majesty adore. 
And worthy be to sing. Thy praise with hearts and lips 
unstained. 
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To Grod the Father glory be, and to His only Son, 
And unto Thee, Who with Them both art equal Grod confessed, 
Holy Ghost ! unto the Three who reign in Godhead One, 
O may Thy Name through every age by every tonguei be 
blessed ! 



Jit |tatiir» anir ^t%i^tx%. 

Fortem, virilipectore. 

The valiant woman let us praise, 
And courage of her manful heart. 
Whose saintly fame hath spread its rays 
To light the World, a flaming dar^. 

With love divine her bosom bums. 
All worldly love she doth disdain ; 
For joys of Heaven alone she yearns, 
For that she doth endure the pain. 

By abstinence the flesh she tames ; 
Sweet contemplation doth supply 
Her mind with food, until it claims 
Its portion with the Saints on higL 

Christ, our King ! Strength of the brave, 
Who dost alone great things achieve, 
may her prayers move Thee to save 
Thy suppliants, and their prayers receive ! 
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To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son j 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 



OF THE DEDICATION OF A CHURCH. 

Coslesiis Urhs, Jerusalem, 

Celestial City ! Salem blest ! 
Thy peaceful vision greets our eyes, 
Thy walls on Christ's foundation rest. 
Thy towers surmount the starry skies ; 
All like a bride engirdled round 
With Angels, who thy courts surround. 

How happily thou'rt wedded now ! 
The Father's glory is thy dower. 
The Bridegroom's grace is on thy brow ; 
A queen in beauty, rank, and power. 
To Christ fast bound by nuptial ties, 
A shining temple of the skies. 

Thy gates, adorned with jewels fair, 
Stand open — all may enter in ; 
'Tis virtue must the heart prepare 
Of him who seeks thy courts to win. 
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Who for the love of Christ sustains 
The torments which His Will ordains. 

The stones which form thy massive walls 
With stroke on stroke the chisel hews, 
The workman's frequent hammer falls 
To make them shapely for his use ; 
Then deftly joins them each to each, 
Until thy towers their summit reacL 

To God the Father, God Most ffigh, ' 
Let all the world give honour meet ; 
And praise the Son with ceaseless cry, 
And Holy Ghost, the Paraclete, 
To whom be power, glory, praise, 
Through lapse of everlasting days. 



%i f anirs. 

Alto ex Olympi vertice. 

From lofty summit of high Heaven 

The Son of God now earthward tends. 

As when a stone from mountain riven 

Unto the lowest plains descends ; 

He came to join each comer-stone 

Of Heaven and Earth, and make them one. 
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The courts above with joyful lays 
Of Angel-choirs for ever ring ; 
While they the Triune-Godhead praise 
With ceaseless anthems which they sing, 
May we blest Sion's rivals be, 
And join in that sweet melody. 

O King of all the heavenly choir ! 
These temples fill with gracious light ; 
When Thou art called, O deign t' inspire 
Our minds, and guide our vows aright ! 
May streams of grace from Heaven fill 
Our hearts with strength to do Thy Will. 

And may the faithful by their prayer, 
Poured forth in this terrestrial fane. 
The heavenly temple's blessing share ; 
And in that blessing joy obtain, 
Until from bonds of flesh set free, 
They reign eternally with Thee. 

To God the Father, God Most High, 
Let all the World give honour meet ; 
And praise the Son with ceaseless cry. 
And Holy Ghost, the Paraclete, 
To whom be power, glory, praise. 
Through lapse of everlasting days. 




Igratis from fraper MBte of 
Saints. 

.'tr VESPERS, MATINS, AND LAUDS. 





Proper Office of Saints. 




ST MICHAEL. 

Jit ^ni^tx^ anir Patins* 

Te, Splendor et Virtus Patris. 

fESU, to whom our heart aspires, 

The Father's splendour and His power, 
We praise Thee with the Angel-choirs, 
Who do Thy bidding every hour. 

A thousand times a thousand stand 
In panoply of war arrayed ; 
While Michael, chieftain of that band, 
The standard bears — a Cross displayed. 

'Tis he who hurls the dragon down 
Into the lowest pit of Hell ; 
Scathed by his brand, Satan is thrown 
From Heaven with all who did rebel 
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Him for our leader we will own 
Against the haughty king of pride ; 
So shall the Lamb from His bright throne 
A glorious crown for us provide. 

To Father and the Son we bow ; 
And, Holy Ghost, we Thee adore 
As it hath been, so be it now, 
Glory to God for evermore. 



Christey sanctorum Deais Angelorum. 

O Christ ! the Angels' Joy and Crown, 
Man's Maker and Eedeemer blest. 
May we one day possess the throne 
Of bliss in Heaven's peaceful rest 

May Michael, Prince of Peace, descend 
From Heaven, with us on Earth to dwell 
May he bring peace to us, and send 
Back to their home the hosts of Hell. 

May Gabriel, Prince of Power, subdue 
Our ancient foe, and once again 
Those consecrated temples view 
Which his victorious arms maintain. 
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May Eaphael, Angel of our health, 
Bring healing on his holy wings ; 
When Satan tempts us by his stealth, 
May he control our wanderings. 

Thou Queen and Source of heavenly light. 
And you, ye blessed Angel-choirs, 
Ye Saints who dwell in glory bright, 
Inflame our hearts with rapture's fires. 

Grant this, Godhead ever blest ! 
Dwelling in Father and in Son, 
And Spirit, by the World confessed, 
In majesty and glory One. 



ST GABRIEL. 

Placare, Christe, sermdis. 

O BE not angry, Lord ! with those 
For whom Thy Mother intercedes ; 
With pity moved for all our woes. 
Before the throne of grace she pleads. 

Ye Angels, too, around the throne 
In nine ascending choirs arrayed. 
Bid past and present ills begone — 
May those which threaten be allayed. 
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Drive far away the faithless race, 
Nor with the faithful let them stay ; 
That so, one flock in every place, 
All may one Shepherd's voice obey. 

To God the Father glory be. 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, O Paraclete ! to Thee, 
For ever while the ages run. 

Another Hymn. 

Pallidi tandem procul hinc timores. 

Begone, pale fear ! see Gabriel stands 
And brandishes his mighty sword ; 
The foe retreats when he commands, 
He whom we feared himself is awed. 

Descending in a cloud of light. 

To Mary he the secret tells. 

Which fills the World with pure delight. 

That God Incarnate with her dwells. 

Now let the stormy waves calm down. 
Now let the tempest's rage be still ; 
Let sorrow now no more be known. 
For God hath changed His angry Will. 
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race of Adam ! ransomed soon, 
Applaud His Messenger of grace ; 
He comes, whose death shall bring the boon 
Of freedom to a captive race. 

heavenly guardian ! rule our hearts ; 
warrior ! be our champion brave ; 
Defeat all Satan's subtle arts, 
And let thy banner o'er us wave. 

To Father and the Son be praise, 
To Him who from Them both -proceeds ; 
To Him the World its homage pays, 
Who for the World He made still pleads. 



ST RAPHAEL. 

Jit ^t^i^tx^ anb Patios, 

Ttbi, Christe, Splendor Fatris. 

Splendour of glory all divine. 
The life and strength of mortal breast ; 
Lo ! in Thy Angels' sight we sing 
With heart and voice, Jesu blest ! 
Our choirs alternately intone 
Sweet melody before Thy throne. 
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With lowly homage we salute 
The Princes of the host of Heaven ; 
But, more than all, blest Eaphael, 
To men for their Physician given ; 
In all our ways our faithful guide, 
Who by his power the demon tied. 

With such a guide drive far away, 
O Christ, our good and gracious King ! 
Our foes with all their subtle wiles, 
And in Thy mercy deign to bring 
The hearts which Thy grace purifies 
Once more to Thy sweet Paradise. 

To God the Father let us sing 
Melodious canticles of praise. 
To Christ the Son, and Paraclete, 
Our acclamations let us raise, 
Who reign One God in Persons Three, 
And reign through all eternity. 



Chrtste, sanctorum Decus Angelorum, 

Christ ! the Angels* Joy and Crown, 
Man's Euler and Creator blest. 
May we one day possess the throne 
Of bliss in Heaven's peaceful rest. 
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Send Saphael, Angel of our health, 
With healing on his holy wings ; 
When Satan tempts us by his stealth, 
May he control our wanderings. 

May Mary, Source of heavenly light. 
May all the blessed Angel-choirs, 
And Saints who dwell in glory bright. 
Inflame our hearts with rapture's fires. 

Grant this, Godhead ever blest ! 
Dwelling in Father and in Son, 
And Spirit, by the World confessed, 
In majesty and glory One. 



GUARDIAN ANGELS. 

Custodes hominum psallimvs Angelos. 

The guardian Angels' praises let us sing. 
Whose blest companionship our God bestows 
Upon our nature frail, that they may bring 
Their timely help against our crafty foes. 
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The fallen angel bums with jealous hate 

To see himself deposed from his throne, 

And strives to exclude from his vacated seat 

The souls whom God hath called to wear the crown. 

Therefore, yatchful guardian ! hither come ; 
And may thy holy presence ever curb. 
Within the heart which has been made thy home, 
The sinful passions which our peace disturb. 

To Holy Trinity be grateful praise. 
Whose ceaseless Providence doth still control 
The Universe of things — to endless days 
That glory reigns supreme from pole to pole. 



Sterne Hector stderum. 

Eternal Euler of the skies, 
Who didst create with mighty power 
Whatever is — Thy watchful eyes 
All things contemplate hour by hour. 

hear our suppliant request. 
Which we, though guilty, dare to make ; 
Now when the light dawns in the east. 
May Thy new light our slumbers break. 
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send Thine holy Angel thence, 
Our guardian by Thy choice assigned, 
That we may walk without offence 
In purity of heart and mind. 

May he destroy the treacherous snares 
Which our most jealous foes devise. 
Lest we be taken unawares 
By specious frauds which mock our eyes. 

Angel of our fatherland ! 
Drive far away the foe we fear ; 
Let peace return at thy command, 
And may no plague corrupt the air. 

To God the Father endless praise ; 
May He, whose Son for sinners died. 
And healed with unction of His grace, 
Hia Angel send to be our Guide. 
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ST JOSEPH. 

Jit ^tBl^tXB. 
Tey Jowphy celebrent agmina CodUum. 

Angelic choirs, O Joseph, sing thy praise ! 

And Christians' voices echo back their lays ; 

O Saint renowned ! thy merits who shall tell, 

Whose wondrous privilege it was to dwell 

As Mary's plighted Spouse, Virgin and Spouse as well. 

But, lo ! a mystery grows before thine eyes ; 

Thou lookest on with amdous surprise, 

Until an angel comes to calm thy fears, 

Keveals the mystery to thy raptured ears, 

That Mary in her womb the Incarnate Wisdom bears. 

Thy bosom was the cradle of the Lord, 

His flight thou didst contrive from Herod's sword ; 

When on His Father's business He would speak. 

To find the lost one thou didst anxious seek, 

And tears of joy chased tears of sorrow down thy cheek. 

Whilst other Saints after their death have earned 
By dying that reward for which they yearned. 
To thee was given in thy life to know 
The happiness which is thy portion now — 
More blessed in thy lot than all of them art thou. 
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O Blessed Trinity 1 propitious be 
To us Thy suppliants, who kneel to Thee ; 
Grant us by Joseph's merits to ascend, 
That with the Angels' voices ours may blend 
In canticles of praise through ages without end. 



Jit Patins. 

Ccelitum, Joseph, decus, atque noatroe. 

O Joseph ! glory of the heavenly choir, 
To thee do all our hopes of life aspire ; 
Thou art the staff our weary steps to stay, 
Deign to accept the homage which we pay 
With joyful hearts and voices on thy festal day 

The eternal Father chose thee for the Spouse 

Of Mary, and the guardian of her vows ; 

He too did deign with thee the name to share 

Of Father of the Word — to thee the care 

Was given over Him Who came our sins to bear. 

The World's Redeemer in a stable lies, 
Long time foretold by ancient prophecies ; 
Whom Prophets sung thou seest face to face : 
O with what joy thou didst that Child embrace. 
And, falling on thy knees, didst supplicate His Grace ! 
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The King of kings and Lord of lords, whose throne 
Controls the Universe, and at whose frown 
The gates of Hell do tremble to their base, 
Whom Angels worship prostrate on their face, 
Obedience yields to thee, a child of Adam's race. 

May praise unending to the Godhead be. 
Who reigns for ever blessed One in Three ; 
Who crowns thee, Joseph, with a glorious wreath, 
May He through thee save us from endless death. 
In His embrace may we yield up our parting breath. 



IstCf gtiem, Iceti, colimus fiddes, 

Kejoice, ye faithful, on this happy day 
The tribute of your love to Joseph pay. 
Your hymns of triumph to his honour raise 
Who on this day received the meed of praise. 
And never-fading crown of life which ne'er decays. 

O happy he, thrice happy and thrice blessed, 

Whose dying gaze in his last hour did rest 

On Jesu and on Mary. What a grace 

That they should smooth his pillow, and should trace 

His hopes of future bliss upon their smiling face ! 
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Death had no terrors that could trouble thee, 

From bonds of flesh his stroke did set thee free ; 

As o'er the senses steals a gentle swoon, 

Thou didst awake, and find a heavenly throne 

And crown of glory decked with many a precious stone. 

From that bright throne look down upon us now, 

Thy gracious help unto thy suppliants show ; 

Forgiveness for our sins do thou obtain ; 

May gifts of grace descend as gentle rain 

Upon our hearts, that we the prize of life may gain. 

All praise, God, and honour be to Thee, 

In nature One, and yet in Persons Three ; 

Praise Him for aye who is our Sovereign Lord, 

All ye who serve Him, praise with one accord, 

Who will His faithful servants with bright crowns reward. 



ST JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

Vt qtieant, laods resonare fihris. 

That we may worthy be in tuneful strain 
To sing the wondrous works which thou hast done, 
cleanse our lips from every guilty stain, 

blest St John ! 

M 
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A messenger from lofty Heaven is sent, 
And to thy sire foretells thy future birth, 
Thy name, and how thy life is to be spent 

Upon the earth. 

But he mistrusted the prophetic word, 

Those doubts to him the power of language cost, 

Until thy birth the faculty restored 

Which he had lost. 

When in thy mother's womb thou didst repose, 
Thou didst unto thy King thy homage make, 
Each mother then her secret did disclose 

For her child's sake. 

Praise to the Father and His only Son, 
Co-equal with Them both, the like to Thee, 
Spirit I praise unto the Godhead One 

For ever be. 



Antra deserti, teneris 8uh annis. 

Thy childhood's home the desert was. 
Thou didst avoid the city's strife, 
Lest sinful words thy lips might pass 

To stain thy life. 
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Thy garment was of earners hair, 
Thy mantle was the fleecy hide, 
Locusts and honey frugal fare 

To thee supplied. 

All other bards but prophesied 
The light which never on them shined, 
But thou didst point Him out who died 

To save mankind. 

None holier than thou, St John, 
In all the World was ever seen. 
Baptizing Him who did atone 

For all our sin. 

Glory to Father and to Son, 
And equal glory be to Thee, 
O Spirit ! to the Godhead One 

All glory be. 



^i f atiirs. 

nimisfelix, meritique celsi. 

Thrice happy, thou exalted Saint ; 
Thy purity doth know no stain, 
To shed thy blood thou wert content 

Thy crown to gain. 
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Thy home was in the forest caves, 
The greatest of the Prophets thou ; 
Though many a garland brightly waves 

Upon the brow 

Of Saints in bliss, and others have 
As many more, to thee indeed 
Full thrice as much as they receive 

Hath been decreed. 

O by thy merits win us grace ; 
Take from our heart the leaden weight ; 
Make smooth our path, and devious ways 

Do thou make straight. 

Thus may our Lord a dwelling find, 
When He to visit us shall deign. 
Within the sanctuary of a mind 

Free from all stain. 

May blessed Saints Thy praises sing, 
Godhead One in Persons Three ! 
O spare the souls, our Lord and King, 

Redeemed by Thee. 
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SS. PETER AND PAUL. 

Decora lua cetemitcUis auream. 

The splendour of eternal Light 
Scatters its rays of glory bright, 
And ushers in a welcome sight. 

The great Apostles on this day 
Assume the sceptre's regal sway ; 
Sinners to Heaven find a way. 

The one the keys of Heaven bears, 
And to the World the truth declares, 
Rome's founders, both, who rule the spheres. 

The one victorious by the brand, 
The other by the Cross, they stand 
Amidst the laurel-crownM band. 

O happy Eome ! upon whose brow 

The blood which from their wounds did flow 

Eternal glory doth bestow. 

Go, gather every shining gem, 
And form them in one diadem, 
Rome's glory will excel all them. 
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All honour, power, and glory be 
To the undivided Trinity, 
Both now and through eternity. 



Beate Fastor, Fetre, tiemens, accipe. 

Blest shepherd of Christ's flock so dear, 
Our suppliant voices deign to hear, 
Belease us from the doom we fear. 

Thy word unlocks the heavenly gate 
To those who mourn their exiled state, 
Thy word can seal their hopeless fate. 

Paul ! great teacher of our race, 
Instruct our lives in virtue's ways. 
Our hearts with thee to Heaven raise ; 

That when the veil away is ta'en, 
And faith is changed to vision plain, 
Love like the sun supreme may reign. 

All honour, power, and glory be 
To the undivided Trinity, 
Both now and through eternity. 



.^^^ 
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ST PETER'S CHAIR AT ROME. 

QuodcfUTnque, in orhe^ neodbus revinxerts. 

The bonds on earth by Peter tied 
Shall be in Heaven ratified ; 
His verdict all things must abide. 

And what his power doth loosen here 
Shall be absolved in heavenly sphere, 
The World from him its doom shall hear. 

All glory to the Father be 
Through endless ages, and to Thee, 
Son I we sing our psalmody. 

To Thee, Spirit blest I be praise. 
And glory throughout length of days — 
Praise to the Trinity always. 



^t f atiirs. 

Beate Pastor^ Petre, demens, accipe. 

Blest shepherd of Christ's flock so dear, 
Our suppliant voices deign to hear, 
Eelease us from the doom we fear. 
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Thy word unlocks the heavenly gate 
To those who mourn their exiled state, 
Thy word can seal their hopeless fate. 

All honour, power, and glory be 
To the undivided Trinity, 
Both now and through eternity. 



CONVERSION OF ST PAUL, 

■ 

Egregie Doctor y Paule, mores instrue, 

Paul ! great teacher of our race, 
Instruct our lives in virtue's ways. 
Our hearts with thee to Heaven raise ; 

That when the veil away is ta'en. 
And faith is changed to vision plain, 
Love like the sun supreme may reign. 

All honour, power, and glory be 
To the undivided Trinity, 
Both now and through eternity. 
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ST PETER'S CHAINS. 

MirU modis, repente, liber /errea. 

In wondrous ways thou art set free, 
O Peter ! by our Lord's decree ; 
No iron chains can fetter thee. 

O shepherd of Christ's flock, indeed ! 
Thou guardest them with watchful heed, 
To wholesome pastures thou dost lead. 

Waters of life thy care supplies, 
The flock with thee in safety lies, 
The ravenous wolf before thee flies. 

All glory to the Father be 
Through countless ages, and to Thee, 
O Son I we sing our psalmody. 

To Thee, Spirit blest ! be praise. 
And glory throughout length of days — 
Praise to the Trinity always. 
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ALL SAINTS. 

^i ^t^i^txi anir Patins* 

Flacare, Christe, servtUis, 

BE not angry, Lord ! with those 
For whom Thy Mother intercedes ; 
With pity moved for all our woes, 
Before the throne of grace she pleads. 

Ye Angels, too, around the throne 
In nine ascending choirs arrayed, 
Bid past and present ills begone — 
May those which threaten be allayed. 

Ye Prophets and Apostles too. 
Beseech our Judge, whose frown we dread. 
To hear our sighs, heartfelt and true. 
And spare us for the tears we shed. 

Ye Martyrs, clad in stoles of red, 
Ye Confessors, in robes of white, 
The trophies of the life you led, 
Call us unto the realms of light. 

» tuneful train of Virgins chaste ! 

And you who from your desert home. 
Enthroned amid the stars are placed. 
Bid us unto your presence come. 
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Drive far away the faithless race, 
Nor with the fiEiithful let them stay ; 
That so, one flock in every place, 
All may one Shepherd's voice obey. 

To Grod the Father glory be. 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
For ever while the ages run. 



^t f anirs. 

Salutis (Btemoe Dat<yi\ * 

Jesus, our Saviour adored. 
Help those for whom Thou didst atone. 
* Virgin, Mother of our Lord ! 
Obtain for us salvation's boon. 

And all ye myriad Angel-choirs, 
And aU ye patriarchal bands ; 
Ye Prophets with seraphic lyres. 
Crave grace for him who guilty stands. 

Saint John, forerunner of our Lord, 
Thou who dost keep the key of Heaven, 
With all the Apostles, by your word 
May all our sinful bonds be riven. 
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Triumphant band of Martyrs blest, 
Ye choirs axrayed in priestly stole, 
Ye faithful trains of Virgins chaste, 
Let nothing more defile our soul. 

All ye who in the lofty hall 
Of Heaven your princely sceptres wield. 
Look down on us who humbly call 
For grace which Heaven alone can yield. 

All honour, praise, and glory be 
To God the Father and the Son ; 
And, Holy Ghost, the like to Thee, 
While endless ages onward run. 





Feasts of the Martyrs. 



HOLY INNOCENTS. 

^t latins. 

Avdit tyrannuB anxiibs. 

|HE tyrant hears, and not in vain, 
That Christ the King of kings is born • 
O'er Israel's people He shall reign, 
And David's throne He shall adorn. 




The monarch cries in frantic rage, 
The usurper comes, we are undone ; 
On, lictor, with your sword, and wage 
Eelentless war, and spare not one 1 



iy5 HTfOfZ FMOM FBOFEM OFFXE CF SAOrm. 

h'VX vbst aTai£j$ so PkI a dwd, 
Ax/i vitsnt admna^ docs be le^ I 
Tber oiJr IxJ^ier wb<j does ufA bleei 
Ii Citric amid tbc; dui^iler4iC8^ 

O J^edEus^ liom of Tii^iii bktst, 
EuernuJ ^'>rT l* to Thee ! 
With Fati^^ and S{«it God comfemtd. 
From age to age eternanj. 



^i f attirs. 

SalveU/ Jl^ret MartynmL 

UaUj^ flofren of martyrdom so bri^ ! 
Hearee bom to earth jet ripe for Heayen ; 
A» cbilliiig winds the floVrets blig^ 
Your life u spent e'er it is given. 

First offering to our Lord are je. 
And tender yictims for His sake ; 
The Martyrs' Crown, with childish glee, 
Your sport and plaything you do make. 

All glory, Jesus, be to Thee, 
Of Mary bom, a Virgin blest ; 
To Father and the Spirit be 
One glory, every age confessed. 
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ST MARTINA. 

MartincB celehri ptavdiie nomini. 

O Sons of Rome ! sound high Martina's praise, 
And sing the glory of her deathless fame ; 
Unto a Virgin songs of triumph raise, 
Who died a Martyr for Christ's holy Name. 

A noble maiden, sprung from lineage high, 
Her path with roses in this World was strewn. 
And nurtured in the lap of luxury, 
All that the World could give she called her own. 

All this she sacrificed for Christ's sweet sake ; 
Unto the Lord of all she gives her all ; 
The poor of Christ of all her wealth partake ; 
Nought else but God can satisfy her souL 

Nor torturing engine, nor the savage beast, 
Nor cruel scourge can shake her constancy ; 
Angels from Heaven provide a sumptuous feast. 
And heavenly viands to the maid supply. 

The Uon even lays aside his wrath, 
And gently fawning, crouches at her feet ; 
Until the sword doth cleave for her a path, 
And heavenly choirs another Martyr greet. 
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Our altar redolent of firagrant fumes, 
Its ceaseless homage pays unto her name ; 
And from that name an omen it assumes 
Against the evil one's deceitful aim. 

Keep fax from us all dangerous delight, 
O God ! who comfortest Thy Martyr's pain ; 
One Grod in Persons Three, bestow Thy Light, 
Wherein our souls true happiness obtain. 



Tu^ natale solum protege; tu, honcB. 

Be thou the guardian of thy native land, 
And to all Christian nations grant repose 
From din of arms, and every hostile band — 
From all our borders drive away our foes. 

Bid Christian princes marshal all their force 
Beneath the sacred standard of the Eood, 
To avenge sweet Salem's sacrilegious loss. 
And crush the Paynim red with guiltless blood. 

On thee our hopes are built, as on a tower ; 
Receive the homage we now humbly pay, 
The vows which Eome accomplishes this hour, 
With pious rites, and canticles' sweet lay. 
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Keep far from us all dangerous delight, 
O God ! who comfortest Thy Martyr's pain \ 
One God in Persons Three, bestow Thy Light, 
Wherein our souls true happiness obtain. 



ST HERMENEGILD, 

Eegali solio fortis Iheriae. 

Bright ornament of brave Iberia's throne, 
Hermenegild, a glorious Martyr stands 
Among the throng, whom love of Christ alone 
Hath given companionship with Angel-bands. 

How constantly thou dost fulfil thy vow, 

Which thou hast plighted to thy Sovereign Lord ! 

To this all othei» purposes must bow ; 

Each wrongful impulse finds thee on thy guard. 

Concupiscence o'er thee no power hath 
To tempt thee from thy rectitude to stray ; 
No doubtful course is thine, but where the path 
Of faith leads on, thou dost pursue thy way. 

N 
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To God the Father endless glory be, 
Let every creature honour God the Son ; 
To Holy Ghost, through all eternity, 
Honour supreme be given by every one. 



%i ftaiins. 

NuLlia te genitor blanditiia trahit. 

Thy father's blandishments are all in vain, 
Luxurious ease cannot lead thee astray ; 
No glittering diadem thy heart can gain, 
Nor high ambition of the kingly sway. 

Thou dost not fear the sword upraised to smite, 
The headsman's fury cannot thee appal ; 
For thou preferrest realms of glorious light 
To joys of Earth, which soon shall perish alL 

From that bright heavenly throne protect us now. 
And of thy clemency propitious be 
Unto our prayers, who wearest on thy brow 
The laurel wreath of Martyr's victory. 

To God the Father endless glory be. 
Let every creature honour God the Son ; 
To Holy Ghost, through all eternity, 
Homage supreme be given by every one. 
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ST JOHN NEPOMUCEN, 

Invicttis heroa NuminU, 

Undaunted champion of thy Lord, 
Though Moldau shall a tomb afford ; 
No threats can move thee to reveal 
The secret which thy Ups doth seal. 

The tyrant threatens thee with death, 
His tortures rob thee of thy breath ; 
With manacles thy hands are bound, 
While cruel flames thy limbs surround. 

But John despises all these pains, 
The monarch's anger he disdains, 
The secret he will not make known. 
Nor break the seal to gain a crown. 

Mute as a guileless lamb he stands. 
Obedient to God's commands ; 
The baffled king the just man throws 
Into the river as it flows. 

From lofty bridge he*s headlong cast, 
The waters close o'er him at last ; 
But still the waves proclaim the dead 
With flameSi which light him to his bed. 
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The meteors floating on the stream 
The Martyr's fiineral torches seem, 
And in the brightness of the sky 
Shines forth his ardent charity. 

Grant us, O God ! who ruVst the sphere, 
In doing good to persevere ; 
Or, if we sin, may tears efface 
Of all our crimes the guilty trace. 



In profunda noctis umbra. 

In shadows of the darksome night. 
When heavy mists overspread the sky, 
At God's command a lambent flame 
Lights up the firmament on high. ^ 

Upon the night when John was bom 
Bright meteors from Heaven fall. 
And on the night when he was drowned 
The stars light up his funeral pall. 

Hence in his heart an ardent flame 
Of charity was kindled then, 
And hence his lips became a fount 
Of honeyed sweetness to all men. 
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With chains of love he draws the good 
Along salvation's narrow path ; 
With wholesome fear he keeps the bad 
From scourges of avenging wrath. 

With food he cheered the poor man's heart, 
The lonely orphan he befriended ; 
He would not see the just oppressed, 
Their name and fame he stiU defended. 

Trinity ! by all adored, 

For sake of Thy blest Martyr's name, 

May love and purity consume 

Our hearts with their undying flame. 



^1 fattirs. 

Vix in sepulcro conditur. 

The body scarce in tomb was laid 
When prodigies the Saint betrayed. 
The lifeless form those cerements bound 
A wonder-working power has found. 

His foes o'erpowered with shame now stand, 
Brought by the Almighty's just command ; 
Attired in weeds of penitence, 
They make atonement for their sins. 
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Here they who suffer grievous loss, 
Whom voice of slander doth traduce, 
May find the thing that's lost once more, 
Eegain the name which once they bore. 

Here sickness yields to blooming health, 
Time lays aside its wonted stealth. 
Security no danger knows, 
The mortal frame immortal grows. 

The Martyr's tongue here lives again, 
And speaks with voice, though mute, as plain 
As Abel's, which for vengeance cried. 
So it the monarch's crime doth chide. 

O undivided Trinity, 

And unity of Persons Three ! 

Grant us who honour this great Saint 

The grace for which we make our plaint. 



Jam faces lictorferat, et minantem. 

Bring burning fagots — ^haste, 
Draw the stem weapon ; 

Bind him with fetters fast. 
See what will happen 
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If he will not disclose 

Secrets most sacred. 
Yet still his courage rose 

High o*er their hatred. 

Nought shakes his constant mind, 

Nought makes him quiver ; 
Sweet Martyr's death he'll find 

In the deep river. 

There, from the summit cast, 

Waters lap 'round him ; 
Wrecked, but his tongue doth last 

Ages beyond him. 

Lo, where the Martyr sank 

Bright flames are glancing. 
Lighting the river's bank. 

Joyously dancing. 

Heaven sends its shining stars 

Honour to render 
For all his sacred scars. 

Beaming with splendour. 

Still lives that blessed tongue 

Blooming for ever ; 
Blooms like a rosebud yoimg, 

Die shall it never. 
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Still while it lives and blooms, 

Loudly it preaches ; 
Nought more the tongue becomes 

Than to be speechless. 

Praise be to Father now, 
Praise the Son's merit, 

And whom They Both endow 
With Their blest Spirit 

Now let Their praises ring- 
Praises unceasing ; 

That tribute which we bring, 
May it be pleasing. 



ST VENANTIUS. 

Martyr Dd, Venantivs. 

O Martyr blest, Venantius, 

And Camerino's joy and pride ! 

We sing thy triumph glorious 

O'er swords that slay and tongues that chide. 

Thy tender limbs harsh bonds endure, 
And stripes, and long imprisonment ; 
The lions with long hunger roar. 
To appease their hunger thou art sent. 






HYMNS FROM PROPER OFFICE OF SAINTS. 20I 



But they forget their wonted rage, 
In face of thy sweet innocence; 
They lick thy feet, and thus assuage 
Their hunger and their cruel sense. 

Suspended o'er the blazing pyre, 
The reeking fumes thou must inhale, 
And though they bum thy sides with fire. 
Not for a moment dost thou quail. 

To Father and the Son be praise. 
And praise to Thee, O Holy Ghost ! 
O may his prayers Thy servants raise. 
To dwell with all the heavenly host. 



Athleta Christi nobilis. 

A NOBLE champion of our Lord, 
Their impious idols he disdains ; 
And Love divine makes blunt the sword, 
The wound of love absorbs all pains. 

With galling thongs his limbs are bound, 
And headlong from the steep he's borne ; 
Now dragged along the rugged ground. 
His face with thorns and briers is torn. 
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But while they drag him through the brake, 
With thirst o'ercome, they fein would rest ; 
The Martyr then, their thirst to slake, 
Draws water from the rock he blessed. 

O valiant warrior and brave ! 

Who bidst refreshing waters flow 

Thy cruel torturers to save, 

With streams of grace our hearts endow. 

To Father and the Son be praise. 
And praise to Thee, O Holy Ghost ! 
O may his prayers Thy servants raise. 
To dwell with all the heavenly host. 



Bum node pulm, Lucifer, 

Now when the gloom of night departs, 
And Lucifer proclaims the day, 
Yenantius to our souls imparts 
Those beams which never fade away; 

For he has banished from our minds 
The darkness which our sins had brought ; 
And Camerino's people finds 
The light of truth in what he taught. 
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The waters of baptismal grace 

Through him have flowed o'er all the land ; 

Now with the Martyrs find a place 

The soldiers christened by his hand. 

Now from thy throne with Angels blest, 
Look down upon our suppliant prayer, 
And purge from sin oui^ guilty breast, 
And grant our minds thy light to share. 

To Father and the Son be praise, 
And praise to Thee, Holy Ghost ! 
O may his prayers Thy servants raise, 
To dwell with all the heavenly host. 



ST EMYGDIUS, 

Avdiai miras oriens, eadensque. 

The rising and the setting sun 
Shall hear thy praise, Pontiff great 1 
The noble victory thou hast won, 
Emidius, glory of thy state. 
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O radiant beam of heavenly light ! 
O wonder-worker, rich in grace ! 
Whom, to accomplish deeds of might, 
The Almighty God is wont to raise. 

Though bom of heathen parentage. 
To grace thou soon art bom again : 
Leaving thy father's heritage, 
Heaven's kingdom thou dost seek to gain. 

A soldier then of God Most High, 
Fair Italy thou didst invade ; 
The word of truth thy lips supply. 
And gifts of grace thy works displayed. 

A conqueror now, rich with the spoils 
Of temples, idols overthrown. 
Thou snarest in Faith's saving toils 
The souls which Faith had never known. 

To Him who reigns through endless years, 
All honour, praise, and glory be ; 
Who rules the courses of the spheres. 
In Godhead One, in Persons Three. 



'^ 
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Imperas saxo, latitans repente. 

At thy command the hard rock gave 
Its waters from their lurking place, 
Wherein thou dost the people lave 
With fountains of baptismal grace. 

Take from our breasts the rock of sin, 
Soften our stony hearts with grace, 
That fountains may spring up therein, 
And wash away all sinful trace. 

The tyrant's rage thou dost not fear, 
O Martyr, generous of thy blood ! 
Thy head dissevered thou dost bear. 
To where thy holy altar stood. 

Thy throne is now beyond the skies, * 
Where thou triumphantly dost reign ; 
Do thou lead us to Paradise, 
That we like glory may obtain. 

We pray Thee, Father, and, O Son ! 
Co-equal Spirit of the Twain — 
O hear our prayers, Thou Gk)dhead One, 
Who through eternity dost reign. 
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Je9u, corona Martyrum, 

Jesu ! the blessed Martjrrs' Crown, 
Who after many a combat dire, 
Didst call Emidius to a crown, 
Where seraphs bum with rapture's fire. 

His robe is purpled with his gore, 
His hand doth wave the ennobling palm. 
The light of glory Thou dost pour 
On him, in Heaven's blissful calm. 

wake our slumbering senses soon, 
That we such victories may gain j 
And raise us from our deadly swoon, 
The crown of virtue to obtain. 

As he restored each languid frame 
To health, when they his aid implored ] 
So may he free from sinfiil blame 
Our inmost heart to grace restored. 

As by the miracles he wrought, 
The Pagan altars were destroyed ; 
So may his presence bring to nought 
Whatever ills we would avoid. 
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As by his voice he took away 
The worship of those impious fanes ; 
So may he gain for us who pray, 
Celestial joy, which never wanes. 

O Jesu ! grant us this request, 
Who art the Martyrs' King sublime ; 
With Father and the Spirit blest, 
Thy reign transcends the bounds of time. 





Confessors.^ 



&e&en WtmA iFouniietg tA tje ©riier of Serfiitw. 

Jam nimis terris, f acinus, per omne. 

When wickedness triumphed o'er all the wide world, 
And lawless transgressions prevailed, 

When Providence outraged, its thunderbolts hurled, 
And sinners before His Hand quailed ; 

Then the Virgin took pity on this troubled Earth, 
And her summons from Heaven went forth 

To seven noble Princes, illustrious by birth. 
Illustrious more by their worth. 



^ For an explanation of the allusions in these hymns see *' A short 
Account of the Origin of the Order of the Servites of Mary, and of the 
Scapular of the Seven Doloufs," published by the Fathers of the Order 
in London. 
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She calls them to succour their people's affliction, 
Their wounds and their sorrows to cure ; 

She calls them to serve under her jurisdiction, 
With loving attachment and pure. 

She clothes them with weeds of a sorrowful hue, 

Their garments her dolours denote, 
When her Son on the Cross was transfixed to her view, 

One wound from His Head to His Foot. 

Once more to her children with loud voice she cried, 

To trust in a fond Mother's love j 
She bade them their pledges to bring to her side, 

Their filial devotion to prove. 

What flames of devotion enkindled their hearts 1 

O Fathers ! bestow on your sons. 
That their hearts may be pierced with those flaming darts 

Which burned in your own bosoms once. 

Father eternal ! Redeemer, and Thou, 

Paraclete blest I we implore, 
The grace to love Mary, to weep with her now. 

To weep and to love evermore. 




o 
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Another Hymn. 

Fettivii resonerU carUica platmbtis. 

Let joyful canticles resound 
In honour of the noble race 
Whom Mary to her service bound, 
To fill the World with light of grace ; 

For they have spumed all earthly bliss, 
And climbed the rugged mountain-steep,^ 
To cull the myrrh of bitterness 
And fragrant incense while they weep. 

The Virgin clothes them with her weeds 
Of sadness, that they may deplore 
Her sorrows, when, as her Son bleeds, 
Beneath His Gross she suffered sore. 

Their heavenly Mother from her throne 
Calls them to be her servants true ; 
That they should make her grief their own. 
She bids them be immortal too. 

For they shall never cease to dwell 
Upon the torments of our Lord, 
And pains which Simeon did foretell 
To Mary by prophetic word. 



^ Cant. iv. 6. 
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Lord t we ask on bended knee 
That we may walk in saintly ways — 
That we may also come to Thee, 
Fill Thou our hearts with equal grace. 



%i Rutins* 

PrcBclara septem lumina. 

Resplendent in the Tuscan heaven 
Seven stars their rays combine ; 

The Virgin Mother bids the seven 
O'er all the World to shine. 

The lips of babes and sucklings chastened, 

Bid them her servants go ; 
At Mary's word their steps they hastened 

To Mount Senario. 

That Mother, full of deep affection, 

Their doleful garb bestows. 
That they may keep the recollection 

Of her unequalled woes. 

To Peter Martyr was this knowledge 

Bevealed by Mary pure. 
That they should found a sacred college 

For ever to endure. 



l/rU/fS FROM 



That they should be her servants ever. 

Should love her holy name — 
Should by their words and acts endeavour 

Her dolours to proclaim. 

noble chieftains J may we borrow 

Strength to fiilfil your part ; 
May love and grief for Mary's sorrow 
Dwell ever in our heart. 

And Thou, God I with graces ample 

Our sinful hearts endow. 
That we may follow their example, 

Whose feast we honour now. 



I 



Indyli Patrea, Domincegue mundi 

Illustrious Founders, and Servants professed 
Of Mary, your Queen and our own I 

What glorious crowns on your temples now rest. 
What wages your service has won ! 

Tlrou CMiBt tell, moat illustrious' chief of them all, 

Monaldi ! to Mary so dear, 
That she hastened thy soul from its exile to call. 

To dwell in the heavenly sphere. 
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Thou too, Bonagiunta ! that glory canst tell, 
Who keeping Christ's passion in mind, 

As the words " Jesus tradidit spiritum " fell 
From thy lips in death's slumber reclined. 

Sostegni ! and thou, Uguccione ! confess 
What glory is yours, who were borne 

'Mid choirs of Angels to heavenly bliss, 
By Mary, her train to adorn. 

May all the wide World with thy praises be filled, 

Manetto ! whose cygnet-like song 
Mary's praises intoned, as thy soul thou didst yield 

To join the angelical throng. 

And thou, Amadeo ! thy memory we keep. 
Whose fervour of love was confessed 

By the fires that gleamed on Senario's height. 
As thy soul fled away to its rest. 

And now, Alessio ! thy praises we sing ; 

Those praises we know are thine own, 
For in thy dying moments sweet Jesus did bring 

His garlands thy temples to crown. 

All praise to the Father and His Divine Son, 
To the Spirit, who came as a Dove ; 

grant us to do what our Fathers have done. 
Pay Mary the tribute of love. 
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Another Hymn. 

MatrU sub cUmce numine. 

By Mary's inspiration led, 
A sevenfold offspring comes to light ; 
At Mary's call away they sped 
To Mount Senario's rugged height. 

What fruits of grace the Earth shall bear, 
When they have sown their seed divine ! 
Christ's vine shall bud with clusters rare, 
Empurpled with the ruddy wine. 

A holy death to Heaven speeds 
The souls with virtue's glory crowned ; 
When Mary for her servants pleads, 
Heaven's blessed portals they have found. 

happy souls who now obtain 
The kingdom, and the sceptre bear ! 
Look down on us who stiU remain 
Where Satan spreads his subtle snare. 

Therefore on bended knee we pray, 
For sake of Mary's bitter grief. 
Chase darkness from our mind away, 
And give our troubled hearts relief. 
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And Thou, Trinity Divine I 
Confirm us in Thy holy grace, 
That so we may our hearts incline 
To walk in these Thy servants' ways. 



ST VINCENT OF FA UL. 

Qui mutare solet grandibtis infima. 

He who is wont the humble to make great, 
The Almighty God, surpassing everything, 
Eaised thee, Vincent ! from thy lowly state. 
To dwell for ever with thy Lord and King. 

Though bom beneath a humble village cot, 
Thy twilight soon shall broaden into day. 
And Poverty consoled her arduous lot 
By rearing thee to be her future stay. 

That thou mightst learn to soothe the captives' pain, 
The yoke of slavery thou didst embrace j 
But 0, the power of truth, it breaks thy chain. 
And makes thy master subject unto grace. 
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How bright the light which in thy actions shines ! 
The Spouse of Christ is radiant with thy toil ; 
The faithful once again frequent the shrines, 
No sordid aims her priestly ranks now soil. 

The poor, the rich, the orphan, and the swain, 
" Thou art our father," all the people say ; 
At each one's call thou dost assuage their pain, 
And bringest back to God the souls that stray. 

When summoned to the royal council-hall. 
Thy prudent judgment was their trusty guide ; 
Unchanged by rank, good counsel unto all. 
And to the poor, thy kindness, aid supplied. 

Unto the Father of the poor be praise ; 
Unto the Son, the Health of all who pine ; 
The like to Thee, Spirit ! who dost raise 
Within our hearts a glow of love divine. 



Jit Patiits* 

qui supemce ffaudia patrice, 

Vincent ! who dost drink thy fill of bliss 
From copious fountains in those regions blest, 
Do not disdain to hear our prayers in this 
Sad exile, where we weep and sigh for rest. 
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Destined to be the Father of the poor, 
With poverty thy childhood was acquaint; 
Thy Lord bestows on thee a gracious store 
Of wealth, which earthly rust can never taint 

Thy early youth did choose to be its bride 
Sweet chastity, by a perpetual vow ; 
Whilst piety a constant flame supplied. 
Which kindled in thy heart love's fervent glow. 

The lifelike image of thy Lord thou art. 
In speech, in gesture, and in manners too ; 
With all the homage of a loving heart, 
To Mary thou didst pay devotion true. 

In fetters bound, thy master thou didst free 
From chains of Hell ; when home thou didst repair, 
How many owed deliverance to thee 
From yoke of sin, the yoke of Christ to bear ! 

And while the sweetness of thy voice restrains 
The sterner utterance of a mind severe, 
All hearts submit, rejoicing in the chains 
With which thy speech enthrals the willing ear. 

To be unknown thy works will not permit, 
The Council calls thy wisdom to its aid ; 
The web of policy thou dost unknit. 
And by thy wisdom wholesome laws are made. 
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With learning drawn from truth's most holy wells. 
All lurking heresies thou didst confound ; 
The buckler of thy constant faith repels 
The thousand arts of novelties unsound. 

To Father and the Son eternal praise, 
And equal glory, Spirit, be to Thee ; 
Honour to GU)d, who strengthens by His grace 
All those whom He has called His Saints to be. 



%i f suirs. 

* 

TJt nunc ab alto prcevia. 

Thy light from Heaven shining clear, 
Vincent ! greets our eyes ; 

The path which thou didst tread is now 
Our way unto the skies. 

The chastity w^ch Jesus loves 

Beams in thy virgin face, 
Each virtue with another vies 

Thy modest soul to grace. 

Hence thy humility profound. 

Thyself thou didst abase ; 
Hence, too, the sweetness of thy mien. 

And candour of thy ways. 



-1 
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7 T. Pre-eminent above them all 

Thy charity still glows ; 
How many souls to Christ it leads ! 
What ample alms bestows ! 

With burning zeal thou spread'st abroad 

The truths of faith divine 
In rural homes ; yet, none the less, 

The noble, too, are thine. 

Thy simple faith the subtle wiles 

Of error doth defeat ; 
Licentious vice before thee fled. 

Nor dared thine eye to meet. 

Thy work to share, a faithful few 

Under thy wings abide ; 
By words and deeds thou leadest them, 

Their master and their guide. 

Praise and eternal glory sing 
To God, both One and Three, 

Who gives Himself as the reward 
Of fervent charity. 
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Qaii novus, coelis, agitur triumph/us. 

Tell us now, ye Angel-choirs, 
What new triumph do you keep ; 
Let our voices join with yours, 
Let our hearts exulting leap : 
See the Father of the poor, 
Light of Priests, to Heaven soar. 

Vincent, thy own deeds are now 
Gems which gUsten in thy crown, 
And that crown upon thy brow 
By thy charity was won — 
Robes of glory mantle thee. 
Woven by humility. 

Truth which thou didst once make known 
[Jnto rude uncultured swains, 
Gives herself to be thine own. 
Now thy soul all knowledge gains ; 
What thy right hand has bestowed 
On the poor, is lent to God. 

Thee the sacerdotal band 
For its master still doth own ; 
Christ's good odour through the land 
They diffuse through thee alone ; 
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Now Christ's vineyard increase gains, 
Cultured by thy careful pains. 

0, but what a glorious crown 

Shines resplendent on thy brow 1 

Virgins chaste thy praise intone, 

With their sister matrons now, 

Who, by thy example moved, 

Served the poor, whom thou hast loved. * 

Thou who didst for love assist 
Every soul with grief oppressed, 
To our humble prayers now list. 
Thou oilr patron art confessed ; 
All the poor, with one acclaim. 
Call thee by a father's name. 

Sovereign honour ever be 

To the Father, God Most High ; 

Equal glory, Son, to Thee, 

Who dost comfort all who sigh ; 

Holy Spirit, equal praise 

Be to Thee through endless days. 
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ST JOHN CANTIUS. 

%i Jfirst S^'jespjers anir ^auirs. 

Geniis Polonce gloria, 

O GLORY of the Polish race, 
Pride of the sacerdotal band, 
Of academic halls the grace. 
And father of thy fatheriand ! 

Expounder of the law divine, 
Thy life approves what thou dost teach ; 
Knowledge is nought till we incline 
Our will to do what tongue doth preach. 

A pilgrim to the Apostle's shrine 
Thy pious footsteps thou dost bend ; 
So guide our steps to bliss divine, 
The home whereunto we do tend. 

That holy ground thy feet have trod, 
Those blessed footprints thou didst trace ; 
All-hallowed by the Blood of God, 
Thy tears bedewed each sacred place. 

wounds of Christ ! bitter woe ! 
O teach our hearts to rue that pain I 
May we nought else but Jesus know. 
And thus redemption's boon obtain. 
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May Nature's universal frame 
Prostrate adore Thee, Source of grace ! 
May we, by grace renewed, acclaim 
Thy Godhead with new songs of praise. 



Corpus domas jejuniis. 

Long fasting hath thy body tamed, 
With many cruel stripes it bleeds, 
Though innocence exemption claimed 
For thee from penitential deeds. 

Then let us follow in the path 
Of John, our Father and our guide ; 
Who follows him, his spirit hath 
The power to curb all carnal pride. 

In winter's frost thy loving care 
Provides a garment for the poor ; 
For those who want thou dost prepare 
Of meat and drink a copious store. 

O thou who never didst deny 
Thine aid unto the suppliant's prayer ! 
Hear Christendom's and Poland's cry. 
And save thy country from despair. 
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To Father and the Son be praise, 
And, Holy Spirit, praise to Thee ; 
May Cantius' prayers obtain us grace 
And glory through eternity. 



Jit Stronir ^ZBT^tX^. 
Te, deprecarUe, corporum. 

Thy prayers had power to stay the course 
Of plagues and pestilential airs ; 
Sickness departs — once more the source 
Of health its wonted blessings bears. 

Consumption, fever, cankered sore. 
Which bring the body to decay, 
Obey thy mandate, and restore 
Whom Death has singled for his prey. 

Thy prayers invoke God's mighty power 
To bid the ocean yield again 
The treasures which the waves devour ; 
They float upon the heaving main. 

When such thy power, with pitying eyes 
Behold us from thy heavenly throne ; 
Deign to regard thy suppliants* cries, 
Help those who thy protection own. 



HYMNS FSOtr 
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O Trinity, in Godhead One ! 
Unity, in Persons Three ! 

May Cantius' prayers obtain the en 
Of blisB for UB who worship Thee. 




Virgins. 



ST JULIANA, 

Co^lestia Agni nuptias. 

[ILST Juliana seeks a heavenly Spouse, 
The Lamb of God her sole desire, 
She leaves the comforts of her father's house. 
And leads to God a virgin-choir. 




Both night and day she groans her Spouse to see 
Upon the Cross with woe oppressed ; 

Her heart with is His nailed unto the tree, 
And bears His Image there impressed. 
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Nay, more than this ; a sevenfold wound she shows, 
With weeping eyes, at Mary's knees : 

The more she weeps, the more her love still grows, 
Whose ardent flames those tears increase. 

Her feeble body, at the hour of death. 

Is nourished in no common mode ; 
For God Himself sustains her parting breath. 

Himself supplies the angelic food. 

Eternal God, Creator ever blest. 

Thou too. His own co-equal Son, 
And Spirit, equal to Them both confessed — 

Glory to Thee, God ! alone. 



ST TERESA, 

Regis supemi nuntia. 

The herald of the mighty King, 
Teresa leaves her father's house ; 
To barbaJ'ous lands she longs to bring 
The faith, or die for her sweet Spouse. 
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But sweeter death doth thee ^.wait, 
More tender anguish shall be thine ; 
To die of love is thy sweet fate, 
With amorous sighs thy heart shall pine. 

victim of seraphic fire ! 

Consume our hearts with love's bright flame ; 

And deign to save from vengeful ire 

All those who thy protection claim. 

Praise to the Father, with the Son ; 
Praise to the Spirit, Paraclete ; 
Praise Persons Three, in Godhead One, 
Now and through ages infinite. 



%i latins. 

Hcec est dies qv/i, Candidas, 

This is the day when, like a dove, 
A spotless dove in heavenward flight, 
Teresa soared to realms above, 
To dwell in beatific light. 

She hears the accents of her Spouse, 
" My sister, come from Carmers height, 
The Lamb with thee would plight His vows; 
Come, wear a crown of dazzUng light." 
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O Spouse of Virgins ! Jeeu blest ! 
May choirs of Angela Thee adore 
With nuptial lays which never rest. 
Thy praises singing evermore. 





Holy Women. 

ST ELIZABETH OF PORTUGAL. 

%i iPespers anir ^aiins. 

Domare cordit impelw Elizabeth. 

BnHE passions to subdue 
HaI Elizabeth well knew, 

(loil's service to an earthly kingdom she prefers. 
Now on a heavenly throne. 
She wears a glorious crown, 

And rules a realm of bliss built on the shining stars. 

Now ia she truly Queen, 

Greater than she had been. 
Her sceptre points the way to kingdoms truly blest. 

Praise to the Father be ; 

Glory, Son ! to Thee ; 
Eternal praise to Thee, O Spirit ! God confessed. 
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J^t f atilrs. 

Opes decusque regium reliqueras, 

Elizabeth, thy regal wealth and fame 
Thou didst abandon for thy Lord's sweet sake ; 
Now Angel-choirs thy blessedness proclaim, 
Let not the foe thy children overtake. 

Be thou our guide in life till we have found 
Eternal life : let all one mind approve ; 
May every act sweet fragrance breathe around, 
As when the roses hid thy deeds of love. 

O blessed Charity ! which can bestow 
A never-fading crown in heavenly spheres ; 
To Father and the Son be glory now, 
And to the Spirit through eternal years. 



ST MARY MAGDALEN. 

Jit ^jespfjers* 

Pater stipemi I/uminis, 

O Father of resplendent light ! 
When Mary met Thy tender Eyes, 
The flames of love Thou didst excite, 
Her icy breast dissolves in sighs. 
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Love will not let her tarry there, 
To anoint Thy Feet she runs apace ; 
She wipes them with her flowing hair, 
Tear-washed and clasped in fond embrace. 

Beneath Thy Cross she fearless stands, 
She cannot leave Thy silent tomb ; 
She fears no ruffian soldier-bands— 
Where love doth reign, fear finds no room. 

• 

Christ ! substantial Love Divine, 
Wash Thou our many sins away ; 
Bestow on us that grace of Thine, 
Grant us the bliss for which we pray. 

To Father and the Son we bow ; 
And, Holy Ghost, we Thee adore : 
As it hath been, so be it now. 
Glory to God for evermore. 



^t latins. 

Maria, castis osculis. 

See Mary kiss with chaste embrace 
The Feet of God, washed by her tears ; 
Whereof her hair doth wipe each trace — ' 
Her spikenard then its tribute bears. 
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To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, O Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 



Summi Parentis Unice. 

O Son of God ! supreme o'er all, 
Look down on us with pitying eye ; 
Who didst repentant Mary call 
Unto a throne beyond the sky. 

The missing groat at length is found, 
And now replaced in kingly vase ; 
The sordid gem now sheds around 
More splendour than the shining stars. 

Jesus, the Healer of our woes, 
The only Hope of those who grieve. 
May Mary's tears Thy Heart dispose 
Repentant sinners to reprieve. 

Mother of Jesus, Mary mild, 
Give Eva's weeping children rest. 
Tossed on life's thousand billows wild, 
And bring them to the haven blest. 
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Glory unto the Godhead One 
For all His graces manifold, 
Whereby our sins He doth condone, 
And grants us joys of Heaven untold. 



ST CATHARINE OF GENOA, 

Summis ad astra laudifms. 

Let us extol with highest praise 
Saint Catharine, Liguria's pride. 
Whose saintly glory spreads its rays 
O'er all the land, both far and wide. 

The charity within her heart 
Could not be kept within that bound ; 
It yearned its treasures to impart ; 
In every word and act 'twas found. 

Throughout the circle of the year. 

Long months from food she would abstain ; 

The bread of Angels was her fare, 

In which her life new strength doth gain. 
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To God the Father glory be, 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 



Dum mente Christum concipii. 

In holy contemplation, then, 
She thinks of Christ, and how He yearned 
To shed His Blood for love of men — 
With inward rapture then she burned. 

Thus, wounded with the dart of love. 
All earthly things she doth disdain ; 
No troubles can her spirit move. 
To suffer is her only gain. 

The rebel motions of the sense 
With frequent scourgings she doth chide, 
And often shares, in recompense. 
The sorrows of the Crucified. 

To God the Father glory be. 
And to the Father's only Son ; 
Glory, Paraclete ! to Thee, 
Both now and while the ages run. 
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Tuf^m Jacentem pauperum, 

Thk pious matron tends with care 
Th^? poor whose anguish meets her eyes ; 
Christ, in His memhers, suffers there. 
Ami Christ in them for pity cries. 

lU^r wealth, her aid, on them she poui-s: 
F^^ch menial service she would pay ; 
^ho smooths their couch, and e'en endures 
I'o wasl\ their loathsome stains away. 

rho more their sickness loathsome proves, 
rho gn>ater care her love bestows ; 
The putrid sor^ no horror moves, 
Kur oharitv no horror knows. 

1\^ (^h1 tl\e Father glory be, 
Aiul to the Father's only Son ; 
t^K>\ O l\uraclete ! to Thee, ' 
Uv^th now and while the ages run. 



»i> 
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Hymns from the Missal. 



Adoro Te devote, latens Deltas. 




ADORE Thee devoutly, Godhead concealed ! 
Thy Body and Blood 'neath these elements veiled ; 
My heart unto Thee its submission doth pay, 
Which, when it beholds Thee, doth languish away. 



The sight, and the touch, and the taste are deceived — 
By the hearing alone can the truth be conceived ; 
I believe what He said, Who is Wisdom adored — 
What word is more truthful than God's spoken word ? 
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On the Cross Thy Divinity only was hid, 

To see Thy Humanity here is forbid ; 

But both I believe, and confess on my knee 

With the thief, and I ask what he ask^d of Thee. 

I do not, like Thomas, Thy five wounds behold. 
Yet Thee for my Lord and my God do I hold ; 
May my faith in Thy presence grow greater each day, 
May I hope in Thee more, may I love Thee alway. 

O blessed Keinembrance of Christ's bitter death I 
Living Bread giving life to the soul, as He saith ; 
O may my soul live with the life thou dost give, 
And relish thy sweetness as long as I live. 

O Jesus ! true Pelican giving us food, 

Make pure my uncleanness with Thy precious Blood ; 

One drop of that Blood of itself can suffice 

Of all the World's ransom to pay the great price. 

Jesus ! whose Features now veiled I discern, 
may that come quickly for which I so yearn ; 
That my eyes may behold Thee unveiled in Thy glory, 
O grant pae this vision of bliss, I implore Thee. 
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f r0assi0n tsn f aim ^tinbag* 

Gloria^ laus, et honor Tihi sit. Rex, Ghriste Redemptor. 

Praise, glory, and honour, Redeemer, to Thee ; 
Hosanna ! the children cry out in their glee. 

Thee, King over Israel, our anthems proclaim, 
And Scion of David's imperial line, 
Thou comest to see us in God's holy Name, 
King ever-blessed ! Monarch divine ! 
Praise, glory, &c. 

The choirs of the blessed immersed in Thy joys, 
Make Heaven resound with their hymns and their 

lays. 
Whilst we on the Earth raise our jubilant voice, 
And all things created re-echo Thy praise. 
Praise, glory, &€. 

The people of Juda come forth with their palms, 

They come to escort Thee in triumph along, 

With prayers and with vows and melodious psalms — 

Behold, we now greet Thee with rapturous song. 

Praise, glory, &c. 

Q 
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They, for the torments which Thou shouldst sustain. 
Praised Thee with canticles meet for Thy tomb ; 
We, for the glory in which Thou dost reign, 
Crown Thee with laurels which ever shall bloom. 
Praise, glory, &c. 

While their simple homage was pleasing to Thee, 
O deign to accept our devotion this day j 
Show Thy goodness, King ! show Thy sweet clem- 
ency, 
Who lovest all goodness, and lovest alway. 
Praise, glory, &c. 



VictimcB Paschali, lavdes immolent Christiani. 

Christians, come and lift your voices. 

Praise our Paschal Victim now ; 

See the Lamb the sheep redeemeth — 

He Who sin did never know, 

To His Father reconciled 

Those whom sin had once defiled. 
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Death and life have fought together ; . 
What a wondrous fight it was ! 
He Who was life's chosen leader 
Through the gates of death did pass ; 
Now He lives and reigns for ever, 
Nothing shall His kingdom sever. 

Tell us now, gentle Mary ! 
What didst see upon the way. 
0, 1 saw Christ's sepulchre ; 
Christ, Who liveth on this day — 
I saw Him in His glory risen 
From His dark and lonely prison. 

Angels saw I for my witness, 

And the cloth which bound His Head ; 

His death-garments lay before me : 

Christ, my hope, is risen indeed ; 

Now He's gone to Galilee, 

There you shall your Master see. 

Now we know'that Christ is risen, 

Eisen from the dead indeed. 

Thou, King and mighty Conqueror ! 

Pity those who pity need. 

Christ is risen, Alleluia 1 

As He told us, Alleluia ! 
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Veniy Sancte Spiritus, 

O Holy Spirit ! deign to come, 
And send from its celestial home 
One ray of Thy most blessed light ; 
come, Thou Father of the poor ! 
Thou Who dost give of Thy great store 
To every heart most pure delight. 

Of Comforters Thou art the best. 
Thou art the soul's most welcome Guest, 
Our sweet refreshment day by day. 
In labour Thou dost rest bestow, 
And shelter from the beams that glow, 
And all our tears dost wipe away. 

O Light most blessed ! deign to shine 
Upon our hearts, for they are Thine, 
And J&U our inmost parts with grace ; 
For where Thy Spirit doth not rest, 
The soul of man is never blest — 
Nothing but evil finds a place. 
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Wash all our sinful stains away, 
Bedew our hearts with heavenly spray, 
Bring healing to our wounded soul ; 
Bend Thou our wills to do Thy will, 
And cherish that which once was chill — 
Direct our steps towards the goal 

O grant to us who trust in Thee, 
Thy faithful people, soon to see 
Thy sacred sevenfold gift of grace ; 
Grant us in virtue to increase, 
Grant us to close our eyes in peace, 
And see Thy glory face to face. 



Lauda^ Stony SalvcUorem. 

Sign, praise thy Saviour King, 
Praise unto thy Shepherd sing; 
Let thy canticles resound. 
Let thy voice its accents raise ; 
For He is beyond all praise — 
All too weak thy praise is found. 
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what wondrous theme to sing, 

Living Bread which life doth bring, 

On this day by us adored ! 

At the supper-table seated, 

To the Twelve Himself He meted — 

A!\Tio shall doubt His truthful jv^ord 1 

Let your praise be full and sounding, 
Let your joy be all-abounding, • 
Let your hearts with gladness leap ; 
On this day the table spread 
First bestowed that mystic Bread 
Whose solemnity we keep. 

At this table of the King 
Our new Pasch an end doth bring 
To ancient types, which now decay ; 
Ancient rites to new give place, 
Shadows fly before Truth's face. 
Twilight broadens into day. 

What Christ at His Supper did. 
That He His Apostles bid 
Do for His commemoration ; 
Taught by what those records state. 
Bread and wine we consecrate 
Into Christ for our salvation. 
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Chiistian faith His Flesh receives, 
What the sense but bread perceives ; 
And the wine becomes His Blood. 
What if sense and sight do fail ? 
Steadfast faith will still prevail, 
Proving that not understood. 

Under diverse forms which stay, 
Signs of things now passed away, 
Precious things unseen recline ; 
They His Flesh and Blood betoken, 
Christ abideth still unbroken 
Under each divided sign. 

When received, He is still abiding ; 
Neither mangling nor dividing, 
Men receive what He assumed ; 
Thousands share what each one shares. 
Yet his lot is good as theirs j 
When received He is not consumed. 

Good and bad alike consume. 
Yet how different their doom ! 
Those are saved, while these are lost — 
Death to these, and life to those ; 
O what different end doth close 
Their partaking of the Host ! 
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When the Host you shall divide, 
Let this faith in you abide, 
Every single part doth hide 
All that in the whole remains. 
While the substance is unbroken, 
All that changes is the token ; 
Alteration is not spoken 
Of the thing the sign contains. 

Hail, angelic holy Leaven ! 
Cheering mortals on to Heaven ; 
True Bread for the children given, 
Sinners may not touch that Bread. 
Ancient types are now fulfilled, 
Isaac doomed his life to yield, 
Paschal Lamb for sinners killed. 
Manna which our fathers fed. 

O good Shepherd, and true Bread ! 
On our hearts Thy pity shed ; 
May the souls which Thou hast led, 
And with Thy own Body fed. 
Share eternal happiness. 
All things own Thy mighty sway. 
Giving food to them each day ; 
Grant that we may with Thee stay, 
Sup with Thee, and reign alway 
With the Saints iii heavenly bliss. 



Dies ircBy dies ilia. 

O THE day, that day of anguish, 
Long foretold, when fire shall vanquish 
All that in the World doth languish ! 

O what trembling will befall us. 
When the Judge shall come to call us !- 
How ffis judgments will appal us ! 

When they hear the trumpet sounding, 
Through the sepulchres rebounding. 
See the dead His throne surrounding. 

Death and nature stand confounded, 
Seeing man, of clay compounded, 
Eise to hear his doom propounded. 

Hear the Angel now ordaining 

To ope the doom-book all containing, 

And the guilty World arraigning. 

When the Judge shall hold His session. 
Secret guilt shall make confession — 
Nothing shall escape His vision. 
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What shall be my pleading tearful ? 
Where shall I get counsel cheerful, 
When the just almost are fearful % 

King of Angels' adoration ! 
Saving all by Thine own Passion, 
Save me, Fount of sweet compassion ! 

Jesus, think, I now implore Thee, 
That for my sake Mary bore Thee- 
Pity me who stand before Thee. 

Tired with seeking me, Thou'rt seated ; 
The Cross my ransom dear completed : 
Shall those pains be all defeated % 

O just Judge of retribution ! 
Grant us Thy sweet absolution 
Ere the day of execution. 

Thou to Mary gavest remission, 
And didst hear the thief's petition — 
Hope shall also cheer my vision. 

While my guilty heart is groaning. 
And my brow its shame is owning, 
Jesus, grant Thy grace atoning. 
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Though my prayers deserve Thy spurning, 
Yet Thine Eyes of pity turning, 
Save me from eternal burning. 

Place me where Thy sheep adore Thee 
(Not with goats who fly before Thee), 
On the Right Hand of Thy glory. 

When Thy heavy malediction 

Smites the damned with HelFs affliction, 

Call me to Thy benediction. 

On the ground I cry with sorrow, ' 
While my heart is broken thorough, 
Save me on life's fatal morrow. 

that day of lamentation. 
When from his dark habitation 
Man shall rise to hear his sentence ! 
Spare him. Lord, on his repentance ; 
Jesus, sweetest Lord, be kind ; 
May the dead Thy mercy find. 
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Adobo Te devote, latens Deltas 

Ad regias Agni dapes . 

sterna Christi munera 

JStema Coeli gloria 

Sterne Rector sidenmi 

Sterne Rerum Gonditor 

Sterne Rex altissime 

Ales Diei nuntius 

Alma Redemptoris mater, qiise pervia Coeli 

Alto ex Olympi vertice 

Antra deserti, teneris sub annis 

A soils ortus cardlne . 

Aspice, infaml, Deus Ipse, llgno 

Asplce, ut Yerbum, Patris a supemis 
Atnleta Christi nobllls 

Auctor beate Saeculi . 

Audiat mlras oriens, cadensque 

Audi, benigne Conditor 

Audit tyrannus anxius 

Aurora coelum purpurat 

Aurora jam spargit polum 

Ave, maris Stella , 

Ave, Regina Coelorum 

Beata nobis gaudla 

Beate Pastor, Petre, clemens, accipe {June 29th) 

Beate Pastor, Petre, clemens, accipe (St Peter^s Chair) 

Christe, sanctorum Decus Angelorum {St Michaet) 

Christe, sanctorum Decus Angelorum {St JRwphael) 

Christo prof usum sanguinem 

Coelestis Agni nuptias 

Coelestis Urbs, Jerusalem 

Cceli Deus sanctissime 

Coelitum, Joseph, decus, atque nostras 

Coelo Redemptor prsetuUt 

Consors Patemi Luminls 

Cor, Area legem continens . 
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Bedemptor 



Corpus domas jejuniis 

Creator alme sideniin 

Crudelifl Herodes, Deum 

CuBtodes hominum psaUimus Angelos 

Decora lux sBternitatia auream 

Deus Tuorum militum 

Dies iraB, dies ilia 

Domare cordis impetus Elizabeth 

Dum mente Christum concipit 

Dum nocte pulsa, Lucifer 

Ecce jam noctis tenuatur umbra 

Egregie Doctor, Paule, mores instrue 

En ! clara vox redarguit 

En ! ut superba criminum 

Exite, Sion filiae 

Ex more docti mystico 

Exultet orbis gaudiis . 

Festiyis resonent cantica plausibus 

Festivis resonent compita vocibus 

Fortem, virili pectore 

Gentis Polonse gloria . 

Gloria, laus, et honor Tibi sit, Bex, Christe 

Gloriam sacrse celebremus omnes 

H»c est dies qua, candidse . 

HoBiinis supeme Conditor . 

Hujus oratu, Deus alme, nobis 

Immense Coeli Conditor 

Imperas saxo, latitans repente 

Inclyti Patres, Dominaeque mundi 

In profunda noctis umbra 

Invicte Martyr, unicum 

Invictus heros Numinis 

Ira justa Conditoris . 

Iste Confesson) Domini colentes 

Iste, quem, Iseti, colimus fideles 

Jam Christus astra ascenderat 

Jam faces lictor ferat, et minantem 

Jam lucis orto sidere . 

Jam nimis terris, f acinus, per omne 

Jam sol recedit igneus {Trinity Sunday) 

Jam sol recedit igneus (Saturday, at Vespers) 

Jam, toto subditus, Vesper eat, polo 

Jesu, Corona celsior . 

Jesu, Corona Martyrum 

Jesu, Corona Virginum 

Jesu, dulcis amor meus 

Jesu, dulcis memoria . 

Jesu, Bedemptor omnium (Cfhristmas) 

Jesu, Bedemptor onmium [Confessor and Bishop, at 

Lauda, Sion, Salvatorem 

Legis nguris pingitur . 

Lucis Creator uptime . 
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Lustra sex qui jam peregit . 

Lux alma, «fe8u, mentium 

Lux, ecce ! surgit aurea 

Magn8B Deus potenti» 

Maria, oastis osculis . 

MartinsB celebri plaudite nomini 

Martyr Dei, Yenantius 

Matris sub almsB numine 

Memento, rerum Conditor . 

Miris modis, repente, liber f errea 

Moerentes oculi ! spargite laorymas 

Mysterium mirabile . 

Nocte surgentes, vigilemus omnes 

Nox atra rerum contegit 

Nox et tenebrsB et nubila 

Nullis te genitor blanditiis trahit 

Nunc, Sancte, nobis, Spiritus 

O gloriosa Yirginum . 

O nimis felix, meritique celsi 

Opes decusque regium reUcjueras 

O qui supernae gaudia patri» 

O quot undis lacrymarum 

O sola magnarum urbium 

O Sol salutis, intimis . 

O Stella Jacob fulgida 

PaUidi tandem pmcul hinc timores 

Pange, lingua, gloriosae 

Pange, lingua, gloriosi [JPoMion) 

Pange, lingua, gloriosi {Gorpiia Christi) 

Paschale mundo gaudium 

Pascbali jubilo sonent praeconia 

Pater supemi Luminis 

Placare, Ghriste, servulis {St Qabrid) 

Placare, Ohriste, servulis {AU Saints) 

Plaude festivo, pia gens, honore 

Prseclara custos Yii-ginum 

Prsdara septem lumina 

Primo die, quo Trinitas 

Qusenam lingua tibi, O Lancea, debitas ? 

Quem terra, pontus, sidera . 

Quicumque certum quseritis . 

Quicumque Christum quseritis 

Qui mutare solet grandibus infima . 

Quis novus, cobUs, agitur triumphus 

Quodcumque, in orbe, nexibus revinxeris 

Bector potens, verax Deus . 

Begali solio f ortis Iberise 

Begina coeli, Isetare, alleluia ! 

Begis supemi nuntia . 

Iterum Creator optima 

Berum Deus, tenax vigor 

Bex gloriose Martyrum 
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Rex wmpiteme Goelitiun 

Sacris solenmiia jnncta sini gaudia 

Saepe, dun Gbristi popalaa, cmentis 

Saevo dolomm turbine 

Salutifl fletenue Dator 

Salntis humans Sator 

Salve! Begina 

Salvete! Christi ynlnera 

Salvete ! Clavi et Lancea 

Salvete I flores Martynim . 

Sanctorum mentis inclyta gaudia 

Somno refectis artubus 

Splendor patems glorise 

Stabat Mater dolorosa 

Summe Deus dementise 

Summs Parens Glementue {Trinity Sunday) 

SummsB Parens Glementiie (Saturday, a/t Matins) 

Summi Parentis Filio 

Summi Parentis TJnice 

Summis ad astra laudibus 

Te, deprecante, corporum 

Te, Joseph, eelebrent agmina Coelitum 

Telluris alme Gonditor 

Te, Lucis ante terminum 

Te, Mater alma Numinis 

Te, Redemptoris Dominique nostri . 

Te, Splendor et Virtus Patris 

Tibi, Christe, Splendor Patris 

Tinctam, eigo, Ohristi Sanguine 

Tristes erant Apostoli 

Tu, natale solum protege ; tu, bonse 

Turbam jacentem pauperum 

Tu, Triuitatis TJnitas \TrinUy Sunday) 

Tu, Trinitatis Unitas {Friday, at Matins) 

Ut, nunc, ab alto, praevia 

Ut (][ueant, laxis resonare fibris 

Veni, Creator Spiritus 

Veni, Sancte Sphritus 

Venit, e coelo. Mediator, alto 

Verbum supernum, prodiens (Sunday) 

Verbum supernum, prodiens (Lance and UTaHs, at Lauds) 

Verbum supernum, prodiens (Corpus Christi) 

Vexilla Regis prodeunt 

Victimse Paschali, laudes immolent Ohristiani 

Virginis Proles, Opifexque Matris (Virgin and Martyr) 

Virginis Proles, Opifexque Matris (Virgin not a Martyr) 

Vix in sepulcro conditur .... 
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as divine property bv a special cachet. They are simple without being 
tzite, and poetical without being pretentious.' — iVesttnisuter Gazette, 

* Full of spiritual wisdom uttered in pure and engaging language.' — ^The 
Universe. 

'We see in these pages the learning of the di^e, the elegance of the 
scholar, and the piet^rofthe priest. Every point in the sacred narrative 
bearing upon the subject of his book is seized upon by the author with the 
greatest keenness of perception, and set forth with singular force and clear- 
ness.' — Weekly Register. 

* Under his master-hand the marvellous career of the Prophet of Carmel 
displays its majestic proportions. His strong, nervous, incisive stvle has a 
beauty and a grace, a deficacY and a sensitiveness^ that seizes hold of the 
heart and captivates the imagination. He has attamed to the highest art of 
writing, which consists in selecting the words which express one s meaning 
with the greatest clearness in the least possible space.' — Tablet. 

* The intellectual penetration, the rich imagination, the nervous eloquence 
which we meet with throughout the whole work, all combine to give it at 
once a very high place among the highest productions of our English Ca- 
tholic literature.' — Dublin Review. 

' Is at once powerful and engaging, and calculated to furnish ideas in- 
numerable to the Christian preacher/ — Church Review. 

'The thoughts are expressed in plain and vigorous English. The ser- 
mons are good specimens of the way in which Old Testament subjects should 
be treated for the instruction of a Christian congregation.' — Church Times. 

Mary magnifying God: May Sermons. By 

the Rev. Fr. Humphrey, O.S.C. Cloth, %s, Sd, 

* Each sermon is a complete thesis, eminent for the strength of its logic, 
the soundness of its theology, and the lucidness of its expression. With 
equal force and beauty of language the author has provided matter for the 
most sublime meditations.' — Tablet. 

* Dogmatic teaching of the utmost importance is placed before us so 
clearly, simply, and unaffectedly, that we find ourselves acquiring invalu- 
able lessons of theology in every page.' — Weekly Register. 

By the same, 

The Divine Teacher. *is, 6d. 

' The most excellent treatise we have ever read. It could not be clearer, 
and, while really deep, it is perfectly intelligible to any person of the most 
ordinary education.' — Tablet. 

' We cannot speak in terms too high of the matter contained in this 
excellent and able pamphlet.' — Westminster Gazette. 
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Sermons by Fathers of the Society of yesus. 

Third Edition, ^s, 

Contents : The Latter Days : Four Sermons by the 
Rev. H. J. Coleridge. The Temptations of our Lord : 
Four Sermons by the Rev. Father Hathaway. The An- 
gelas Bell : Five Lectures on the Remedies against Desola- 
tion by the Very Rev. Father Gallwey, Provincial of the 
Society. The Mysteries of the Holy Infancy : Seven Ser- 
mons by Fathers Parkinson, Coleridge^ and Harper. 

Also, printed separately from above, 

The Angelus Bell: Five Lectures on the 

Remedies against ' Desolation. By the Very Rev. Father 
Gallwey, Provincial of the Society of Jesus. \s, 6^. 

Also Vol. II. in same series, 

Discourses by the Rev. Fr. Harper, S.y. 6s. 
Of Adoration in Spirit and in Truth. In 

Four Books. By J. E. Nieremberg, S.J. With a Pre- 
face by the Rev. Father Gallwey, S.J. 6j. 

' The work is in every way a great acquisition to our English ascetical 
literature/ — Weekly Register. 

* We rejoice to see this brought out, and hope it will find an extenave 
circulation.' — Westminster Gazette. 

' It is more near the Following of our Bless^Lord than any work we 
have met with/ — Catholic Opinion. 

* We hope it will be the precursor of a number of similar volumes.' — 
Month. 



WORKS WRITTEN AND EDITED BY LADY 
GEORGIANA FULLERTON. 

The Straw-cutter^ s Daughter, and the Por- 
trait in my Uncles Dining-room, Two Stories. Trans- 
lated from the French, xs. 6d, 

Life of Luisa de CarvajaL 6s. 

' Is as charming as anything she has written.' — Month, 

* We can only thank God, who put it into the heart of the authoress to 

bring before us, with the learning and force which are peculiarly her own, 

this wonderful life of superhiunan charity.' — Tablet. 



BOOKS LATELY PUBUSHED 



Seven Stories, y. 6d. 

Contents: i. Rosemary: a Tale of the Fire of London. 
11. Reparation : a Story of the Reign of Louis XIV. iii. 
The Blacksmith of Antwerp, iv. The B^gar of the Steps 
of St Roch : a True Story, v. Trouvaille, or the Soldier's 
Adopted Child : a True Story, vi. Earth without Heaven : 
a Reminiscence, vii. Ad Majorem Dei Gloriam. 

* Will well repay ptrusaV— Weekly Register, 

* Each story in this series has its own diann.' — Tablet, 

* In this collection may be found stories sound in doctrine and intensely 
interesting as any which I^ve come from the same ^caJ—Catfiolic Opinion. 

'As admirable for their art as they are estimable for their sound XxaiAl-^ 
va%.*—Cork Examiner. 

The Gold-digger, and other Verses. 5^. 

'Alike creditable to the heart and intellect of the authoress. We need 
not say that Uie poetiy is thoroughhr Catholic^ and written in a spirit of the 
broadest and deepest \\yxxDacs\\V^'—Ciitholic Ttmet. 

* The spirit that breathes throughout is one of true Catholic devotion.' — 
IVeekly Register. 

'We do not know which most to admire, the genuine modesty of the 
preface to this volume of poems, or the Catholic tone and sweet tenderness 
of the verses themselves.' — Westminster Gazette. 

Laurentia: a Tale of Japan. Second edi- 
tion. 3J. 6</. 

' Has very considerable literary merit, and possesses an interest entirely 
its own. The dialogue is easy and natural, and the incidents are admirably 
grouped.' — Weekly Register. 

' Full of romantic records of the heroism of the early^ Christians of Japan 
in the sixteenth century. Looking at its litenuy merits alone, it must be- 
pronounced a really beautiful story.' — Caihclic Times. 

Life of St. Frances of Rome. is. 6d.i cheap 

edition, is. %d. 

Rose Leblanc : a Tale of great interest. 3^. 

« 

Grantley Manor : the well-known and favourite 

NoveL Cloth, 3 j. 6^. ; cheap edition, is. 6d. 

Germaine Cousin : a Drama, bd. 
Fire of London : a Drama. 6d. 
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OUR LADY'S BOOKS, 
Uniformly printed in foolscap 8vo, limp clotb. 

No. z. 

Memoir of the Hon. Henry E. Dormer, is. 

No. 2. 

Life of Mary Fitzgerald, a Child of the Sa- 
cred Heart, 2X.; cheap edition, is. 



Meditations for every Day in the Year, and 

for the Principal Feasts. By the Ven. Fr. Nicholas Lan- 
cicius, of the Society of Jesus. With Preface by the Rev. 
George Porter, S.J. 6j. 6^. 

' Most valuable, not only to religious, for whom they were originally 
intended, but to all those who desire to consecrate their daily life by regu- 
larly express and systematic meditation ; while Father Porter's excellent 
little Preface contains many valuable hints on the method of meditation.' — 
Dttblin Review. 

* Full of Scripture, short and suggestive. The editor gives a very clear 
explanation of the Ignatian method of meditation. The book is a very useful 
one:— Tablet. 

* Short and simple, and dwell almost entirely on the life of our Blessed 
Lord, as related m the Gospels. Well suited to the wants of Catholics 
living in the world.' — Weekly Register. 

* A book of singular spirituali^ and great depth of piety. Nothing could 
be more beautiful or edifying than the thoughts set forth for reflection, 
clothed as they are in excellent and vigorous English.' — Union Review. 

Meditations for the Use of tJu Clergy, for 

every Day in the Year, on the Gospels for the Sundays. 
From the Italian of Mgr. Scotti, Archbishop of Thessa- 
lonica. Revised and edited by the Oblates of St. Charles. 
With a Preface by his Grace the Archbishop of West- 
minster. 

Vol. I. From the First Sunday in Advent to the Sixth 

Saturday after the Epiphany. 4^. 
VoL II. From Septuagesima Sunday to the Fourth Sunday 

after Easter. 4/. 
Vol. III. From the Fifth Sunday after Easter to the Eleventh 

Simday after Pentecost. 4^. 

Vol. IV., completing the work, in preparation. 

' This admirable little book will be much valued by all, but especially by 
the clergy, for whose use it is more immediately intended. The Archbishop 
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states in bis Frefiwe tiat it is hdd in Iqg^ esteem in Ronie, aoid tiat he bas 
himsdf fimnd, b]|rtlie e rp e ri ence of nanyyeaxs, its migtilar »^^rtyXkmy,^». its 
practical J>ict]% its abandanoe of Scriptnie, of die Fatbers, and of eodesw 
astical wnten. — TaMet. 

' It is a sufficient irrommfiid a fion to dus hocSc ofmeditatiaas tbat oax 
Arcblnshop bas s^ven tbem bis own vann approvaL . . . Tbey axe fiill of 
the lai^nage of the Scxiptnxcs^ and are xich whh rniction of their Divine 
sense.'— 1»^^ Reguter. 

'A manual of meditations fir priests, to which we have seen "*<*^»"g 
caammSAit:— Catholic World. 

'There is great beauty ^ *^ tfaougbts, the iOnstiations are striking; the 
learning shown in patristic qaotarion considerable, and the ^)ecial apdUca- 
tions to priests are very p ow erf u L It is entirely a priest's wxS^— Church 
Review, 

The Question of Anglican Ordinations dis- 
cussed. By the Very Rev. Canon Estcourt, M^A.., F.A.S. 
With an Appendix of Original Documents axid Photc^;xaphic 
Facsimiles. One voL 8vo, i^r. 

' A valuable contribution to the theology of the Sacrament of Order. He 
treats a leading questioi^ fixMn a practical point of view, widi great enidirion, 
and with abundance of illustrations from the rites of various ages and coun- 
tries/ — Month. 

* Will henceforth be an indispensable^ portion of every priest's library, 
inasmuch as it contains all the mformation that has been coUe<^ed in pre- 
vious works, rifted and corrected, together with a well-digested mass of 
important matter which has never before been ^ven to the public' — Tablet. 

* Marks a very important epoch in the history of that question, and 
virtually dinioses of it. — Mestenger. 

* Canon Cstoourt has added vsuuable documents that have never appeared 
before, or never at fiiU length. The result is a work of very great ^ue.' — 
CathoUc opinion* 

* Indicates consdentious and painstaking research, and will be indiqtens- 
able to any student who would examine the question on which it treats.' — 
Bookseller. 

* Superior, both in literary method, tone, and mode of reasoning, to the 
usual controversial books on this subject.' — Church Herald. 

May Papers; or Thoughts on the Litanies of 

Lordo. By Edward Ignatius Purbrick, Priest of the 

Society of Jesus. 3J. 6^. 

' There is a bru;htness and vivadty in them which will make them in- 
teresting to aU, old and young alike, and adds to their intrinsic value.' — 
Dublin Review, 

* We very gladly welcome this volume as a valuable additi<m to the now 
happily numerous manuals of devout exercises for the month.' — Month. 

'Written in the pure, simple, unaffected language which becomes the 
subject.'— ra^///. 

' We cannot easily conceive a book more calculated to aid the cause of 
true religion among[St young persons of every class.' — Weekly Register, 

* They are admirable, and expressed in chaste and beautifiiTlanguage. 
Although compiled in the first place for boys at school, they are adwted for 
the spiritual reading of Catholics of every age and condition of life.' — 
Catholic Opinion, 
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WORKS OF THE REV. FATHER RAWES, O.S.C. 

Homeward: a Tale of Redemption. Second 

edition. 3J. 6^. 

* A series of bsautiful word pictures.' — Catholic Opinion, 

'A casket well worth the opening; full to the brim of gems of thought 
as beautiful as they are valuable.' — Catholic Times. 

' Full of holy thoughts and exquisite poetry, and just such a book as can 
be taken up with advantage and relief in hours of sadness and depression.' — 
Dublin Review. 

' Is really beautiful, and will be read with profit.' — Church Times. 

God in His Works : a Course of Five Ser- 
mons. 2S, 6d, 

Subjects : i. God in Creation. 11. God in the Incar- 
nation. III. God in the Holy See. I v. God in the Heart. 
V. God in the Resurrection. 

' Full of striking imagery, and the beauty of the language cannot fail to 
make the book valuable for spiritual reading.' — Catholic Times. 

* He has so applied science as to bring before the reader an unbroken 
course of thought and argument' — Tablet. 

The Beloved Disciple; or St. yohn the Evan- 
gelist. 3J. 6^. 

' Full of research, and of tender and loving devotion.' — Tablet. 
'This is altogether a charming book for spiritual ttai^ang,'— Catholic 
Times. 

* Through this book runs a vein of true, humble, fervent piety, which 
gives a sineular fAiaxm,'— Weekly Register. 

* St. John, in his varied character, is beautifully and attractively pre' 
sented to our pious contemplation.' — Catholic Opinion, 

Septem : Seven Ways of hearing Mass. Fifth 

edition, u. and zs,; red edges, zs, 6d.; calf, 4J-.; French 

Translation, js. 6d. 

'A great assistance to hearing Mass with devotion. Besides its devc 
tional advantag^es it possesses a Preface, in clear and beautifiil language, 
well worth reading.' — Tablet. 

Great Truths in Little Words. Third edi- 
tion. Neat cloth, 3^. 6^. 

' A most valuable little work. All may learn very much about the Faith 
itom'xt:— Tablet. , . . '. 

' At once practical in its tendency, and elegant ; oftentimes poetical in its 
diction.' — Weekly Register. 

* Cannot fail to be most valuable to every Catholic ; and we feel certain, 
when known and appreciated, it will be a standard work in Catholic house- 
holds.'— C0/^/u: Times. 

A2 
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Hymns, Original, &c. Neat cloth, i^. ; 

cheap edition, 6d. 

* TAe Etuharistic Month. From the Latin of 

Father Lercari, S.J. 6^.; cloth, is, 

* Twelve Visits to our Lady and theHeavcfily 

City of God, Second edition. %d, 

*Nine Visits to the Blessed Sacrament. Chiefly 

from the Canticle of Canticles. Second edition. 6d, 

*^Devotions for the Souls in Purgatory. Se- 
cond edition. %d, 

*Or in one vol.. 

Visits and Devotions. Neat cloth, 35". 



Cherubini: Memorials illustrative of his Life. 

With Portrait and Catalogue of his Works. By Edwari> 
Bellasis, Barrister-at-Law. One vol., 429 pp. loJ. 6^. 

* The life of a great musical composer has seldom been written with more 
conscientious devotion and true love of art than in this memoir/ — Month. 

' Gives evidence of ereat pains and ability in welding together all the 
materials which the author has been able to collect in illustration of the life 
of Cherubini. . . . The account of the different masses is exceedingly in- 
teresting, and the power displayed by Mr. Bellasis in analysing them is very 
conspicuous.' — Tablet. 

* To lovers of music we can confidently recommend this most interesting 
life. Its scrupulous conscientiousness in all matters of detail evinces a care 
in the compiling of the entire work which will give it a high value amongst 
the records of the chief composers, and show how justly Mr. Bellasis enters 
into the true spirit of his subject. . . . We .sincerely nope that Cherubini 
will not be the sole musician to whose memory Mr. Bellasis's rare qualifica- 
tions shall be devoted.' — Dublin Review. 

* Cherubini's career is pjaphically described. Mr. Bellasis appears to be 
intimately versed in the higher laws and beauties of musical composition.' — 
Morning Post. 

' We can recommend our readers to an ample and agreeably-written 
biography of one of the greatest men of the century.' — Sunday Times. 

* Will be of great service to musical students for the numerous facts it 
contains, and for the evident care which the author has taken to insure cor- 
rectness.'— ///7/f/rrt/^</ Review. 
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Louise Lateau of Bois d^Haine: her Life, 

her Ecstasies, and her Stigmata : a Medical Study. By 
Dr. F. Lefebvre, Professor of General Pathology and 
Therapeutics in the Catholic University of Louvain, &c. 
Translated from the French. Edited by Rev. J. Spencer 

NoRTHCOTE, D.D. Full and complete edition. 35. 6^. 

'The name of Dr. Lefebvre is sufficient guarantee of the importance of 
any work coming from his pen. The reader will find much valuable infor- 
mation.' — Tablet. 

*The whole case thoroughly entered into and fully considered. The 
Appendix contains many medical notes of interest.' — Weekly Register. 

* A full and complete answer.' — Catholic Times. 

Twelve New Tales. By Mrs. Parsons. 

I. Bertha's Three Fingers. 2. Take Care of Yourself. 
3. Don't Go In. 4. The Story of an Arm-chair. 5. Yes 
and No. 6. The Red Apples under the Tree. 7. Constance 
and the Water Lilies. 8. The Pair of Gold Spectacles. 
9. Clara's New Shawl.. 10. The Little Lodgers. 11. The 
Pride and the Fall. 12. This Once. 

yi, each ; in a Packet complete, 3J. ; or in cloth neat, 3J. dd. 

* Sound Catholic theology and a truly religious spirit breathes from every 
page, and it may be safely commended to schools and convents.' — Tablet. 

'Full of sound instruction given in a pointed and amusing manner.' — 
Weekly Register. 

* Verv pretty, pleasantly told, attractive to little folks, and of such a 
nature tmit from each some moral good is inculcated. The tales are cheerful, 
sound, and sweet, and should have a large si\e.'— Catholic Times. 

*A very good collection of simple tales. The teaching is Catholic 
throughout.' — Catholic Opinion. 

Marie and Paul : a Fragment. By * Our 

Little Womap.* y, 6d. ; gilt edges, 4^. 

' We heartily recommend this touching little tale, especially as a present 
for children and for schools, feeling sure that none can rise from its perusal 
without bein^ touched, both at the beauty of the tale itself and by the tone 
of earnest piety which runs through the whole, leaving none but holy 
thoughts and pleasant impressions on the minds of both old and young.' — 
Talflet. ^ . . . . 

* Well adapted to the innocent minds it is intended for. The little book 
would be a suitable present for a little friend.'— Catholic Opinion. 

* A charming tale for young and old.' — Cork Examiner. 

' To all who read it the book will sup^gest thoughts for which they will be 
the better, while its graceful and affecting, because simple, pictures of home 
and family life will excite emotions of which none need be ashamed.' — Month. 

' Told effectively and touchingly, with all that tenderness and pathos in 
which gifted women so much excel.' — Weekly Register. 

* A very pretty and pathetic tale.* — Catholic World. 

*A verv charming story, and may be read by both young and old.' — 
Brownsons Review. 

* Presents us with some deeply-touching incidents of family love and 
devotion.' — Catholic Times. 
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Dame Dolores, or the Wise Nun of Boston- 

mere; and other Stories, By the Author of *Tybome,' 
&c. 4J. 

Contents : i. The Wise Nun of Eastonmere. ii. 
Known Too Late. iii. Trae to the End. iv. Olive's 
Rescue. 

' We have read the volume with considerable pleasure, and we trust no 
small profit. The tales are decidedly clever, well worked out, and written 
with a flowing and cheerful pen.' — Catholic Times. 

* The author of Tybome is too well known to need any fresh recommend- 
ation to the readers of Catholic fiction. "We need only say that her present 
will be as welcome to her many friends as any of her former works.' — Month. 

* An attractive volume ; and we know of few tales that we can more safely 
or more thoroughly recommend to our young readers.' — Weekly Register, 

Maggies Rosary, and other Tales. By the 

Author of * Marian Howard.* Cloth extra, 3J. ; cheap edi- 
tion, IS, 

* We strongly recommend these stories. They are especially ^ited to 
little ax\s:— Tablet, 

' ^e very thing for a gift-book for a child ; but at the same time so in- 
teresting and full of incident that it will not be contemned by children of a 
larger growth.' — Weekly Register, 

'We have seldom seen tales better adapted for children's reading.' — 
Catholic Titnes. 

'The writer possesses in an eminent degree the art of making stories for 
children.' — Catholic Opiniott, ' 

* A charmins little book, which we can heartily recommend.' — Rosarian, 

Scenes and Incidents at Sea. A new Selec- 
tion. IS. 4//. 

Contents : i. Adventure on a Rock. 11. A Heroic 
Act of Rescue, iii. Inaccessible Islands. I v. The Ship- 
wreck of the Czar Alexander, v. Captain James's Adven^ 
tures in the North Seas. vi. Destruction of Admiral Graves's 
Fleet. VII, The Wreck of the Forfarshire, and Grace Darl- 
ing. VIII. The Loss of the Royal George, ix. The Irish 
S^or Boy. x. Gallant Conduct of a French Privateer. 

• XI. The Harpooner. xii. The Cruise of the Agamemnon. 
XIII. A Nova Scotia Fog. xiv. The Mate's Story, xv. 
The Shipwreck of the .^neas Transport. xvi. A Scene 
in the Shrouds, xvii. A Skirmish off Bermuda, xviii. 
Charles Wager, xix. A Man Overboard, xx. A Loss 
and a Rescue, xxi. A Melancholy Adventure on the 
American Seas. xxii. Dolphins and Flying Fish« 
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History of England^ for Family Use and the 

Upper Classes of Schools. By the Author of 'Christian 
Schools and Scholars.* Second edition. With Preface by 
the Very Rev. Dr. Northcote. 6s, 

Tales from the Diary of a Sister of Mercy. 

By C. M. Brame. New edition. Cloth extra, 4J. 

Contents : The Double Marriage. The Cross and the 
Crown. The Novice. The Fatal Accident. The Priest's 
Death. The Gambler's Wife. The Apostate. The Be- 
setting Sin. 

* Written in a chaste, simple, and touching style.' — Tablet. 

* This book is a casket, and those who open it will find the gem within.' — 
Register, 

'They are well and cleverly told, and the volume is neatly got up.' — 
Month. 

* Very well told : all full of religious allusions and expressions.' — Star. 

* Very well written, and life-like ; many very pathetic' — Catholic Opinion, 

By the same, 

Angels^ Visits: a Series of Tales. With 

Frontispiece and Vignette. 3J. 6d. 

* The tone of the book is excellent, and it will certainly make itself a 
great favourite with the young.' — Month, 

* Beautiful collection of Angel Stories.' — Weekly Register* 

* One of the prettiest books for children we have seen.' — Tablet. 

* A book which excites more than ordinary praise.' — Northern Press. 

^ * Touchingly written, and evidently the emanation of a refined and pious 
mind.'— Church Times, 

'A charming little book, full of beautiful stories of the family of angels.* 
— Church Opinion. 

ST. JOSEPH'S THEOLOGICAL LIBRARY. 
Edited by Fathers of the Society of Jesus. 

Vol. I. 

On some Popular Errors concerning Poli- 
tics and Religion. By the Right Honourable Lord Robert 
Montagu, M.P. 6j. 

Contents : Introduction, i. The Basis of Political 
Science. Ii. Religion, ill. The Church, iv. Religious 
Orders, v. Christian Law. vi. The Mass. vii. The Prin- 
ciples of 1789. VIII. Liberty, ix. Fraternity, x. Equality. 
XI. Nationality, Non-intervention, and the Accomplished 
Fact. XII. Capital Punishment, xiii. Liberal Catholics. 
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XIV. Civil Marriage, xv. Secularisation of Education. 
XVI. Conclusion. Additional Notes. 

This book has been taken from the ' Risposte popolari 
alle obiezioni piu diffuse contro la Religione ; opera del P. 
Secondo Franco. Torino, 1868.* It is not a translation of 
that excellent Italian work, for much has been omitted, 
and even the forms of expression have not been retained ; 
nor yet is it an abstract, for other matter has been added 
throughout. The aim of the editor has been merely to fol- 
low out the intention of P. Franco, and adapt his Uioughts 
to the circumstances and mind of England. 

Considerations for a Three Days Prepara- 
tion for Communion, Taken chiefly from the French of 
Saint Jure, S.J. By Cecilie Mary Caddell. %d. 

' In every respect a most excellent manual/ — Catholic Times. 
* A simple and easy method for a devout preparation for that solemn 
duty/ — Weekly Register. 

A beautiful compilation carefully prepared.' — Universe, 

The Spiriitcal Conflict and Conquest. By 

Dom J. Castaniza, O.S.B. Edited, with Preface and Notes, 
by Canon Vaughan, English Monk of the Order of St. Bene- 
dict, Reprinted from the old English Translation of 1652. 
With fine Original Frontispiece reproduced in Autotype. 
%5, ed. 

The Letter- Books of Sir Amias Poulet^ 

Keeper of Mary Queen of Scots, Edited by John Morris, 
Priest of the Society of Jesus. Demy 8vo, lof. 6^. 

Sir Amias Poulet had charge of the Queen of Scots from 
April 1585 to the time of her death, February 8, 1587. 
His correspondence with Lord-Treasurer Burghley and Sir 
Francis Walsingham enters into the details of her life in 
captivity at Tutbury, Chartley, and Fotheringay. Many of 
the letters now published are entirely unknown, being printed 
from a recently-discovered manuscript. The others have 
been taken from the originals at the Public Record Office 
and the British Museum. The letters are strung together by 
a running commentary, in the course of which several of 
Mr. Froude's statements are examined, and the question of 
Mary's complicity in the plot against Elizabeth's life is 
discussed. 
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Sosur Eugenie: the Life and Letters of a 

Sister of Charity. By the Author of * A Sketch of the Life 

of St. Paula.' Second edition, enlarged. On toned paper, 

cloth gilt, 4«r. 6d. ; plain paper, cloth plain, 3^*. 

' It is impossible to read it without bearing away in one's heart some of 
the "odour of sweetness" which breathes forth from ahnost every page.' — 

* The most charming piece of religious biography that has appeared since 
the R^cits d'utie Soeur* — Catholic Opinion. 

* We have seldom read a more touching tale of youthful holiness.'— Weekly 
Register* 

'The picture of a life of hidden piety and grace, and of active charity, 
which it presents is extremely beautiful.' — Nation. 

* We strongly recommend this devout and interesting life to the careful 
perusal of all our readers.' — Westminster Gazette. 

Count de Montalembei^f s Letters to a School- 
fellow^ 1 827 -1 830. Qualis ab incepto. Translated from 
the French by C. F. Audley. With Portrait. 5J. 

'Simple, easy, and unaffected in a degree, these letters form a really 
charming volume. The observations are simply wonderful, considering that 
when he wrote them he was only seventeen or eighteen years of age.' — 
Weekly Register. 

* A new treasure is now presented for the first time in an English casket — 
the letters he wrote when a schoolboy. The loftiness of the aspirations they 
breathe is supi>orted by the intellectual power of which they give evidence.' 
—Cork Examiner, 

'Reveal in the future ecclesiastical champion and historian a depth of 
feeling and insight into forthcoming events hardly to be expected from a 
mere sfAiooXhoy 7^ Building News. 

' Display vigour of thought and real intellectual ^^tt.'— Church Herald. 

Ecclesiastical Antiquities of Loncbn and its 

Suburbs, By Alexander Wood, M.A. Oxon., of the So- 
merset Archaeological Society. 5J. 

' O, who the mine sees, whom wonder doth not fill^ 
With our great fathers' pompe, devotion, and their skill f 

' Will prove a most useful manual to many of our readers. Stores of 
Catholic memories still hang about the streets of this sreat metropolis. For 
the ancient and religious associations of such places the Catholic reader can 
'want no better cicerone than Mr. Wood.' — Weekly Register. 

' We have indeed to thank Mr. Wood for this excellent little book.' — 
Catholic opinion. 

^ ' Very seldom have we read a book devoted entirely to the metropolis 
with such pleasure.' — Liverpool Catholic Times, 

' A very pleasing and readable book.' — Builder, ^ 

* Gives a plain, sensible, but learned and interesting account of the chief 
church antiquities of London and its suburbs. It is written by a very able 
and competent author— one who thoroughly appreciates his subject, and 
who treats it with the discrimination of a critic and the sound common sense 
of a practised writer.' — Church Herald. 
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LIBRARY OF RELIGIOUS BIOGRAPHY. 
Edited by Edward Healy Thompson. 

Vol I. 

The Life of St. Aloysius Gonzaga, S.y. $s. 

'Contains numberless traces of a thoughtful and tender devotion to the 
Saint. It shows a loving penetration into his spirit, and an appreciation of 
the secret motives of his action, whidi can only be the result of a deeply 
affectionate study of his life and character.' — Month. 

Vol. II. 

The Life of Marie Eus telle Harpain ; or 

the Angel of the Eucharist. 5J. 

' Possesses a special value and interest apart from its extraordinay natural 
and supernatural beauty, from the &ct that to her example and to die effect 
of her writings is attributed in great measure the wonderful revival of devo- 
tion to the Blessed Sacrament in France, and consequently throughout West' 
em Christendom.' — Dublin Review. 

' A more complete instance of that life of purity and close union with God 
in the world of which we have just been speaking is to be found in the 
history of Marie Eustelle Harpain, the sempstress of Saint-Pallais. The 
writer of the present volume has had the advantage of very copious materials 
in the French works on which his own work is founded ; and Mr. Thompson 
has discharged his office as editor with his usual diligence and accuracy.' — 
Month, 

Vol. III. 

The Life of St. Stanislas Kostka. $s. 

* We strongly recommend this biography to our readers.* — Tablet. 

^ * There has been no adequate biography of St. Stanislas. In rectifying 
this want Mr. Thompson has earned a title to the gratitude of English- 
speaking Catholics. The engaging Saint of Poland will now be better known 
among us, and we need not fear that, better known, he will not be better 
loved? — IVeekly Register. 

Vol. IV. 

The Life of the Baron de Renty ; or Per- 
fection in the World exemplified, 6s, 

'An excellent book. The style is throughout perfectly fresh and buoyant.' 
—DubliH Review, 

'This beautiful work is a compilation, not of biographical incidents, but of 
holy thoughts and spiritual aspirations, which we may feed on and make our 
ovm.'— Tablet, 

* Gives full particulars of his marvellous virtue in an agreeable form.' — 
Catholic Times. 

* A good book for our Catholic young men, teaching how they can sanctify 
the secular state.' — Catholic O/tnion. 

' Edifying and instructive, a beacon and guide to those whose walks are 
in the ways of the world, who toil and strive to win Christian perfection.' — 
Ulster Examiner, 
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Vol. V. 

TAe Life of the Venerable Anna Maria 

Taigif the Roman Matron (1769 -1837). Second edition. 
With Portrait. 6j. 

This Biography has been written after a careful collation 
of previous Lives of the Servant of God with each other, 
and with the Analecta yuris Pontificii, which contain large 
extracts from the Processes. Various prophecies attributed 
to her and other holjr persons have been collected in an 
Appendix. 

' Of ail the series of deeply-interesting biographies which the untiring zeal 
and piety of Mr. Healy Thompson has given of late years to English Ca- 
tholics, none, we think, is to be compared in interest with the one ^fore us, 
both from the absorbing nature ,of the life itself and the ^iritual lessons it 
conveys/ — Tablet, 

'A complete biography of the Venerable Matron in the composition of 
which the greatest care has been taken and the best authorities consulted. 
We can safely recommend the volume for the discrimination with which it 
has been written, and for the careful labour and completeness by which it 
has been distinguished.' — Catholic Opinion. 

* We recommend this excellent and^ carefully-compiled biography to all 
our readers. l*he evident care exercised by the editor in collating the 
various lives of Anna Maria gives great value to the volume, and we hope it 
will meet with the support it so justly merits.' — Westminster Gazette. 

'We thank Mr. Healy Thompson for this volume. The direct purpose of 
his biographies is always spiritual edification.' — Dublin Review. 

* Contains much that is capable of nourishing pious sentiments.' — Nation, 

* Has evidently been a labour of love.' — Month, 



The Hidden Life of Jesus: a Lesson and 

Model to Christians. Translated from the French of Bou- 
DON, by Edward Healy Thompson, M.A. Cloth, 3J. 

'This profound and valuable work has been very carefully and ably trans- 
lated by Mr. Thompson.' — Register, 

' The more we have of such works as the Hidden Life of Jesus the better.' 
— Westminster Gazette, 

'A book of searching power.' — Church Review. 

'We have often regretted that this writer's works are not better known.' 
— Universe, 

'We earnestly recommend its study and practice to all readers.' — Tablet. 

* We have to thank Mr. Thoznpson for thus translation of a valuable work • 
which has long been popular in France/ — Dublin Review. 

* A good translation.' — Month. 
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Also, by the same Author and Translator, 

Devotion to the Nine Choirs of Holy Angels ^ 

and especially to the Angel Guardians. 35. 

' We congratulate Mr. Thompson on the wa^ in which he has accom- 

flished his task, and we earnestly hope that an increased devotion to the 
loly Angels may be the reward of his labour of love.' — Tablet. 

'A beautiful translation.' — Mouth* 

'The translation is extremely well done.' — Weekly Register. 

New Meditations for each Day in the Year, 

on the Life of our Lord Jesus Christ. By a Father of the 
Society of Jesus. With the imprimatur of his Grace the 
Archbishop of Westminster, New and improved edition. 
Two vols. Cloth, 9J. ; also in calf, i6j. ; morocco, 17J. 

' We can heartily recommend this book for its style and substance ; it 
bears with it several strong recommendations. ... It is solid and practical.' 
— Westminster Gazette. 

_ 'A work of great practical utility, and we give it our earnest recommend- 
ation.' — Weekly Register. 

The Day Sanctified; being Meditations and 

Spiritual Readings for Daily Use. Selected from the Works 
of Saints and approved Writers of the Catholic Church. 
Fcp. cloth, 3J. ^d. ; red edges, 4^. 

'Of the many volumes of meditations on sacred subjects which have ap- 
peared in the last few years, none has seemed to us so well adapted to its 
object as the one before us.' — Tahlet. 

* Deserves to be specially mentioned.' — Month. 

'Admirable in every sense.' — Church Times, 

'Many of the meditations are of great beauty. . . . They form, in fact, 
excellent little sermons, and we have no doubt will be largely used as such.' 
— Literary Churchman. 

Reflections and Prayers for Holy Com- 
munion. Translated from the French. With Preface by 
his Grace the Archbishop of Westminster. Fcp. 8vo, 
cloth, 4«r. 6^.; bound, red edges, 5^.; calf, 9J-.; morocco, lor. 

' The Archbishop has marked his approval of the work by writing a pre- 
face for it, and describes it as "a valuable addition to our books of devo- 
tion." ' — Register. 

' A book rich with the choicest and most profound Catholic devotions.'— 
Church Review. 
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Lallemanfs Doctrine of the Spiritual Life. 

Edited by the late Father Faber. New edition. Cloth, 

'This excellent work has a twofold value, being both a biography and a 
volume of meditations. It contains an elaborate analysis of the wants, dan- 
gers, trials, and aspirations of the inner man, and supplies to the thoughtful 
and devout reader the most valuable instructions for the attainment of hea- 
venly wisdom, grace, and strength.' — Catholic Times, 

* A treatise of the very highest value.* — Month. 

' The treatise is preceded by a short account of the writer's life, and has 
had the wonderful advantage of being edited by the late Father Faber.' — 
ly^eekly Register. 

The Rivers of Damascus and Jordan : a 

Causerie. By a Tertiary of the Order of St. Dominic. 4^. 

' Good solid reading.' — Month. 

* Well done and in a truly charitable spirit.' — Catholic Opinion. 

* It treats the subject in so novel and forcible a light that we are fascin- 
ated in spite of ourselves, and irresistibly led on to follow its arguments and 
rejoice at its conclusions.' — Tablet. 

Legends of our Lady and the Saints ; or 

our Children's Book of Stories in Verse. Written for the 
Recitations of the Pupils of the Schools of the Holy Child 
Jesus, St. Leonard's-on-Sea. is. (td. 

' It is a beautiful religious idea that is realised in the Legends of our 
Lady atid the Saints. The book forms a charming present for pious chil- 
dren.'— TVr^Ar/. 

' The " Legends" are so beautiful that they ought to be read by all lovers 
of poetry.' — Bookseller. 

'Graceful poems.' — Month. 

The New Testament Narrative^ in the Words 

of the Sacred Writers. With Notes, Chronological Tables, 
and Maps. Cloth, is. 

' The comi>ilers deserve great praise for the manner in which they have 
performed their task. We commend this little volume as well and carefully 
printed, and as furnishing its readers, moreover, with a great amount of use- 
iul information in the tables inserted at the end.' — Month. 

* It is at once clear, complete, and beautifuL' — Catholic Opinion. 
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T/ie Life and Letters of St. Francis Xavier. 

By the Rev. H. J. Coleridge^ Sec. edit. Two vols. i8x. 

' We cordially thank Father Coleridge for a most valuable biography. . . . 
He has spared no pains to insure our having in good classical £nglish a 
translation of all the letters which are extant. ... A complete priest's manual 
might be compiled from them, entering as they do into all the details of a 
missioner's public and private life. . . . We trust we have stimulated our 
readers to examine them for themselves, and we are satisfied that they will 
return again and again to them as to a never-exhausted source of interest 
and edification.' — Tablet. 

■*A noble addition to our literature. . . . We offer our warmest thanks to 
Father Coleridge for this most valuable work. The letters, we need hardly 
say, will be found of great spiritual use, especially for missionaries and 
Tpnesxs.'— Dublin Review, 

* One of the most fascinating books we have met with for along time.' — 
Catholic opinion. 

* Would that we had many more lives of saints like this ! Father Cole* 
ridge has done great service to this branch of Catholic literature, not simply 
by writing a charming book, but espedally by setting others an example of 
how a saint's life should be written. — Westminster Gazette, 

* This valuable book is destined, we feel assured, to take a high place 
among what we may term our English Catholic classics. . . . The great 
charm lies in the letters, for in them we have, in a far more forcible manner 
than any biographer could give them, the feelings, experiences, and aspira- 
tions of St. Francis Xavier as pictured by his own pen.' — Catholic Times. 

* Father Coleridge does his own part admirably, and we shall not be sur- 
prised to find his book soon take its place as the standard Life of the saintly 
•and illustrious Francis.' — Nation. 

* Not only an interesting but a scholarly sketch of a life remarkable alike 
in itself and in its attendant circumstances. We hope the author will con- 
'tinue to labour in a department of literature for which he has here shown his 
aptitude. To find a saint's life which is at once moderate, historical, and 
appreciative is not a common thing.*— Saturday Review, 

* Should be studied by all misaonaries, and is worthy of a place in every 
Christian library.' — Church Herald. 
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The Life of St. yafi4 Frances Frentyot de 

Chantal, By -Emily Bowles. With Preface by the Rev. 
H. J. Coleridge. Second edition. 5^. 6^. 

' We venture to promise great pleasure and profit to the reader of this 
charming biography. It gives a complete and faithful portrait of one of the 
most attractive saints of the generation which followed the completion of 
the Council of Trent.'— ^<7«^A. 

' Sketched in a life-like manner, worthy of her well-earned reputation as 
a Catholic "vrixxx,^— Weekly Register, 

'We have read it on and on with the fascination of a novel, and yet it is 
the life of a saint, described with a rare delicacy of touch and feeling such 
as is seldom met with.' — Tablet. 

* A very readable and interesting compilation. . . . The author has done 
her work faithfully and conscientiously.' — Atherueum. 

' Full of incident, and told in a style so graceful and felldtous that it Mrins 
upon the reader with every page.' — Nation, 

* Miss Bowles has done her work in a manner which we cannot better 
commend than by expressing a desire that she may find many imitators. 
She has endued her materials with life, and clothed them with a language 
and a style of which we do not know what to adnure most— the purity, the 
grace, the refinement, or the elegance. If our readers wish to know the 
value and the beauty of this book, they can do no better than get it and 
read it' — Westminster Gazette, 

* One of the most charmin|; and delightfu volumes which has issued from 
the press for many years. Miss Bowles has accomplished her task faithfully 
and happily, with simple grace and unpretentious language^ and a winning 
manner which, independently of her subject, irresistibly carries us along.' — 
Ulster Examiner, 



The History of the Sacred Passion. From 

the Spanish of Father Luis de la Palma, of the Society 
of Jesus. The Translation revised and edited by the Rev. 
H. J. Coleridge. Second edition, yj. dd, 

* K work long held in great and just repute in Spain. It opens a mine of 
wealth to one's soul. Though there are many works on the Passion in Eng- 
lish, probably none will be found so generally useful both for spiritual read- 
ing and meditation. We desire to see it widely circulated.' — Tablet. 

*A sterling work of the utmost value, proceeding from the pen of a great 
theologian, whose piety was as simple and tender as his learning and culture 
were profound and exquisite. It is a rich storehouse for contemplation on 
the great mystery of our Redemption, and one of those books which every 
Catholic ought to read for Mmself.' — Weekly Register. 

* The most wonderful work upon the Passion that we have ever read. To 
us the charm lies in this, that it is entirely theological. It is made use of 
largely by those who give the Exercises of St. Ignatius ; it is, as it were, 
the flesh upon the skeleton of the Exercises. Never has the Passion been 
meditated upon so before. . . . If any one wishes to understand the Passion 
of our Lord m its fulness, let him procure this book.' — Dublin Review. 

* We have not read a more thoughtful work on our Blessed Lord's Passion. 
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Tt is a comidete storehoiise of matter for meditation, and for sernxms on that 
divine vaysKtxY'—CathaUc O/tMum. 

' The book is — ^eakii^ comparatively of human offerings — a ma|![mficent 
offering to the Cruafied, and to those who wish to make a real stndy of the 
Cross will be a most predous guide.' — Church Rexnew, 

lerne of Armorica : a Tale of the 'Kme of 

Chlovis. By J. C. Bateman. dJ. 6</. 

' We know of few tales of the kind that can be ranked higher than the 
beautiful story before us. The author has hit on the golden mean between 
an over-display of antiquaxianism and an indolent transfer of modem modes 
of action and thought to a distant time. The descriptions are masterly, the 
characters distinct, the interest unflagging. We may add that the period is 
one of those which may be said to be comparatively unworked.' — Month. 

'A volume of very great interest and very great utility. As a story it is 
sure to give much delight, while, as a stoiy founded on historical fact, it will 
benefit all by its veiy able reproduction of very momentous scenes. . . . The 
book is excellent. If we are to have a literature of fiction at all, we hope it 
will include many like volumes/ — Dublin Review. 

'Although a work of fiction, it b historically correct, and the author 
portrays wiui great skill the manners and customs of the times of which he 
professes to give a description. In reading this charming tale we seem to 
oe taken by the hand by the writer, and made to assist at the scenes which 
he describes.' — Tablet. 

'The author of this most interesting tale has hit the happy medium be- 
tween a display of antiquarian knowledge and a mere reproduction in distant 
ages of commonplace modem habits of thought. The descriptions are ex- 
cellent, the characters well drawn, and the subject itself is very attractive, 
besides having the advantage of not having been written threadlxire.' — 
Westminster Gazette, 

* The tale is excessively interesting, the language appropriate to the time 
and rank of the characters^ the style flowing and easy, and the narrative 
leads one on and on until it becomes a very difficult matter to lay the book 
down until it is finished. ... It is a valuable addition to Catholic fictional 

. literature.' — Catholic Times. 

* A very pretty historico-ecclesiastical novel of the times of Chlovis. It 
is full of incident, and is very pleasant reading.'— ZrV^mry Churchman. 

The Life of Dona Luisa de Carvajal. By- 
Lady Georgiana Fullerton. 6j. (See p. 5.) 

The Life of the Blessed fohn Berchmans. 

By the Rev. Francis Goldie, S.J. 6j. 

* A complete and life-like picture, and we are glad to be able to congratu- 
late Father Goldie on his success.' — Tablet. 

* Drawn up with a vigour and freedom which show great power of bio- 
graphical ■wnting.'—Dudlm Review. 

' One of the most interesting of all.' — Weekly Register. 

* Unhesitatingly we say that it is the very best Life of Blessed John 
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Berchmans, and as such it will talce rank with religious biographies of the 
highest mtnt'— Catholic Times, 

* Is of great literary merit, the style being marked by elegance and a 
complete absence of redundancy.' — Cork Examitur. 

' This delijghtful and edifying volume is of the deepest interest. The 
perusal will anord both pleasure and profit.' — Church Herald. 

The Life of the Blessed Peter Favre^ of the 

Society of Jesus ^ First Companion of St. Ignatius Loyola. 
From the Italian of Father Giuseppe Boero, of the same 
Society. With Preface by the Rev. H. J. Coleridge. 

This Life has been written on the occasion of the beati- 
fication of the Ven. Peter Favre, and contains the Manoriale 
or record of his private thoughts and meditations, written 
by himself. 

'At once a book of spiritual reading, and also an interesting historical 
narrative. The Memoriale,^ or Spiritual Diary ^ is here translated at full 
length, and is the most precious portion of one of the most valuable biogra- 
phies we know.* — Tablet. 

* A perfect picture drawn from the life, admirably and succinctly told. 
The Meworiale will be found one of the most admirable epitomes of sound 
devotional reading.' — Weekly Register, 

* The Memoriale is hardly excelled in interest by anything of the kind 
now extant.' — Catholic Times. 

* Full of interest, instruction, and example.' — Cork Examitur. 

* One of the most interesting to the general reader of the entire series up 
to this time.* — Nation. 

* This wonderful diary, the Memoriale, has never been published before, 
and we are much mistaken if it does not become a cherisned possession to 
thoughtful Catholics.'— Af^«M. 

The Dialogues of St. -Gregory the Great. 

An old English version. Edited, with Preface, by the Rev. 
H. J. Coleridge. 6j. 

* The Catholic world must feel grateful to Father Coleridge for this ex- 
cellent and compendious edition. The subjects treated of possess at this 
moment a special interest. . . . The Preface by Father Coleridge is interest- 
ing and well written, and we cordially recommend the book to the perusal 
oi:i\\:—TabUt. 

'This is a most interesting book. . . . Father Coleridge gives a very 
useful preface summarising the contents.' — Weekly Register. 

'We have seldom taken up a book in which we have become at once so. 
deeply interested. It will suit any one ; it will teach all ; it will confirm any 
who require that process ; and it will last and be read when other works are 
quite forgotten.' — Catholic Times. 

* Edited and published with the utmost care and the most perfect literary 
taste, this volume adds one more gem to the treasury of English Catholic 
literature.' — New York Catholic World. 
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The Life of Sister Anne Catherine Emme- 
rich, Edited, with Preface, by the Rev. H. J. Coleridge. 

Holywell and its Pilgrims. By the Author 

of * Tybome.' is. 

Summer Talks about Lourdes. By Miss 

Caddell. Cloth, I J. Sd, 

Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque: a brief 

and popular Account of her Life; to which are added 
Selections from some of her* Sayings, and the Decree of her 
Beatification. By the Rev. Charles B. Garside, M.A. 

IS. 

A Comparison between the History of the 

Church and the PropJiecies of the Apocalypse, Translated 
from the German by Edwin de Lisle, is. 



CATHOLIC-TRUTH TRACTS. 

New Issues. 

Manchester Dialogues. First Series. By the 

Rev. Fr. Harper, SJ. 

No. I. The Pilgrimage. 

II. Are Miracles going on still? . 

III. Popish Miracles tested by the Bible. 

IV. Popish Miracles. 

V. Liquefaction of the Blood of St. Januarius. 
VI. 'Bleeding Nuns* and 'Winking Madonnas.' 
VII. Are Miracles physically possible ? 
VIII. Are Miracles morally possible? 

Price of each 3J. per 100, 25 for u. ; also 25 of the above 
assorted for is. Also the whole Series complete in neat Wrap- 
per, 6^/. 

Specimen Packet of General Series, containing 100 assorted, 
\s, 6^. 
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